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nV T IS not without some misgivings that the author launches 
III this humble little volume upon the tumultuous sea of the 
X capricious literary world. Sensibly conscious of its many 
defects; fully aware of its failure to satisfy the higher poetical 
thirst of quickened, cultured genius; he nevertheless cherishes 
the fond hope that friend and critic may here find some wheat, 
gleaned from the white harvest-field of thought. It is easier 
to criticise than improve what is criticised. Right or wrong, 
this circling swarm of hungry eagles shall not deter the author 
from giving this little book to the rapacity of censorship and 
the warm friendship of holy affection. 

'••To these young tyrants, by themselves misplaced, 
Combined usurpers on the throne of taste; 
To these, when authors bend in humble awe. 
And hail their voice as truth, their word as law; 
While these arc censors, 'twould be sin to spare; 
While such are critics, why should I forbear^ 
But yet, so near all modern worthies run, 
Tis doubtful whom to seek or whom to shun; 
Nor know we when to spare, or when to strike. 
Our bards and censors are so much alike." 

Golden Gleanings have been gathered from thirty years 
of a busy life. Twenty five years of that time have been spent 
in the active work of the christian ministry, and we can there- 
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fore affirm candidly and conscientiously that many of the 
poems found in this volume are more than ''paper bullets of the 
brain;" they are the birth throes of a heart, wrung with sad- 
ness, burdened with indignation, or leaping with joyful exul- 
tation. 

The poetry relating to the great war of the Rebellion 
must be read under the mellowing, transforming light of a pro- 
gressive christian civilization. We now live in the '^golden 
age" of forgiveness and pardon, and the poems relating to that 
dark period are inserted not ''To nurse our wrath, to keep it 
warm," but rather to contrast these relics of hate and invective 
with the present grander and nobler impulses of American citi- 
zenship. 

We have but one country and one flag. Demagogues and 
politicians persist in marking out sectional lines, but patriots 
know no more distinctively of a North and South, than the Sun 
shining in his strength! 

Hoping that hearts may be comforted, and lives bright- 
ened, by the following pages, we commend the book to the fos- 
tering care of the Good Father, and the loving tenderness of 
cherished friends. 

THE AUTHOR. 

Cedar Rapids, Iowa, 
March 12th, 1891. 
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Beside the doorway, picking truant crumbs, 

A chirping bird is moving restlessly, 
With shaded eye, alert while dinner comes, 

Seasoning appetite with liberty: 
Abstemious to a fault with hooiely fare. 

Its largessM freedom grows exceeding wide, 
When brainless wings are fanning foreign air, 

In search of food which other hands supplied. 

Ungrudgingly the generous host doth fling 

The minute morsels, o'er the napkins spread, 
Glad that these crumbs will paint a lustrous wing. 

Or warm some heart, beside a nestling head! 
So, meagre as our dainty meal may be, 

Perhaps some fainting dreamer here may find, 
Some broken bread, beside the vast dark sea, — 

Some anchor cast within the depths of mind! 

Like birds we glean, lest life should ebb away. 

And manhood quench its torch in Lethe's spring. 
The skies grow starless in the golden day. 

And Nature's myriad tongues forget to sing. 
Beneath the flowers where our visions lie 

Like mould'ring relics of the vivid past. 
We chain these mentors, ere they fade and die. 

And grave their image on each passing blast. 

The infant world, asleep in nursling arms. 
Ne'er wakes to kiss the smile of rosy light, 

Until high-noon absorbs the matin charms 

That fringe the veil of each departing night; 

So, slow to learn, our sluggish blood is cold. 
Nor does it warm the temples of our art. 

Until the cu-cles of our life unfold 

The health that struggled in the narrow heart. 
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We bent these prison walls with bleeding hands, 

And list to mocking echoes through the night, 
Building the dreams, which Fancy's voice demands. 

Soon smitten dead, by luckless rays of light; 
We lift the dull and awful heights of thought. 

Across our path, like mountains cold and bare, 
While the warm vales, neglected and unsought, 

Lie wrapp'd in sleeping beauty, green and fair. 

We need to learn that odorous flowers blend 

Their sweet perfume in fragrant rivalry. 
While burden'd breezes joyfully attend 

Their honeymoon, and endless ministry. 
Love thrills each harp when pulseless hands are cold. 

Like trailing ivy, clasping senseless clay. 
Evoking music which no heart can hold, 

Nor quivering tongue of fire sing away! 

Good frowns in rugged granite from the mount. 

Or smiles in limpid wavelets by the sea, — 
Time is the span God gives to count 

These jewels, polished for eternity; 
But if, instead, like scavengers we glean 

And glut our malice with putrescent slime. 
What blasted harvests, wither'd by our spleen. 

Will cast their fruitage in the lap of time. 

A brother's help is but a brother's part! 

Since light and rain from out our Father's hand 
Fall where the hidden rose-buds burst and start. 

To shame less modest beauty, stern and grand. 
Like shrinking crocus, warm'd by the Spring's breath. 

We love the charity of kindly skies, — 
The singing brooks which chant the Winter's death. 

The melting tears, from Heaven's weeping eyes! 
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THE FALL OF SUMTER, 1801.^ 

Wave! glorious Stars, immortal stripes, 
Fraud emblem of the nation's birth, 

For every star ten thousand hearts 

Throb anxious to defend their hearth. 

Wave! glorious ensign of the brave, 
We will not cringe at traitors' feet, 

This is the flag our fathers gave, 
And let it be our winding sheet! 

Wave! starry symbol of the free. 

No traitor's arm shall tear thee down, 

But all thy foes on land or sea 

Will fall before the nation's frown. 

Wave! l)eacon light and standard sheet, 
Responsive to thy holy cause. 

We come to strike a sure defeat. 
To rebels who insult our laws. 

Wave! noble flag though Sumter fell 
The tott'ring shaft shall be replaced. 

And Freedom's tongue will quickly tell 
That Freedom's shrine is not defaced. 



♦The year when written. 
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Wave! sacved type of Libert}', 

A million hearts shall be thy shield, 

And ev'ry traitor horde must flee. 
Or die upon the crimson field. 

Wave! banner of heroic deeds. 

Where now repose the good and great. 
And though our country mourns and bleeds. 

Let traitor H meet the tr(r/tor\^ fate/ 



OUR COUNTRY\S CALL, 18(51. 

Swift as the lightning's midnight glare, 
An apathetic nation starts. 
While sons and fathers rudely tear 
Away from ev'ry hind'ring care, 
To form a wall of hearts! 

Already has the strife begun 
On Maryland's verdant shore. 
The precious blood that freely run 
Along the plains of Lexington, 
Must crimson Baltimore. 

We shield the boon our fathers gave, 
The tow'ring shrine of Liberty. 
How can we basely act the slaved 
In terror of the martyr's grave, 
While sturdy arms are free. 

From granite hills and mountain-glen, 
From rivers, lakes, and surging sea, 
We hear the mighty tramp again. 
Of valiant, lion-hearted men, 
To battle for the free. 
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The fiery youth and matron gray 
Impulsively the cause sustain. 
While Beauty's voice, forever gay, 
Bids lov'd adorers haste away, 
With joy, instead of pain. 



COLUMBIA FOREVER, 1802. 

Let Switzerland boast of her bold and free mountains. 

And linger to lisp the sweet praises of Tell; 
How liberty smiles upon her bright fountains, 

And kisses each hillside and flowery dell; 
Yet where the w estern sun, gilds the land of Washington, 

Land of the noble brave, and home of the free; 
Dearer is thy soil by far, though covered by many a scar, 

Than king-craft's proud and gaudy pageantry. 

Let England gloat o'er the war-path of nations. 

And worship the flag of the pirate and foe, 
Columbia is watching her base machinations; — 

While Ireland's Shamrock droops sear at the blow. 
Brightly glow our holy stars, as if praying that our wars. 

Might unite us once more by our sacred endeavor; 
Pure as our gushing rills, — firm as the eternal hills. 

The pride of the free, fair Columbia forever. 

In vain the base cohorts of treason assemble 

To strike the fair temple of liberty down. 
When o'er the blue waves, foul dynasties tremble; 

As lit by the stars of Columbia's crown! 
Saved by blood and toil, this our consecrated soil, 

Must ever remain, while mountains endure; 
Home of the good and brave, — refuge of the helpless slave. 

The beacon of Freedom, proud, safe and secure. 
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HAIL FREEDOM'S DAWK 1S68. 

The dumb shall speak! 
Rise up, ye everlasting hills! 
Sing joyfully, ye leaping rills; 
Sound the glad news from glen and vale, 
A righteous God makes tyrants quail, 

And saves the weak! 

Oh! what are we! 
That justice, mock'd by bloody chains. 
Should bear so long, these guilty stains, — 
The whips and blows of tyrant knaves, 
The screams and cries of tortured slaves, 

Born to be free! 

O, Father! hear 
The countless prayers that humbly rise 
From fetter'd tongues and weeping eyes;— 
Let Thy just wrath be turned away. 
And mercy touch the lips of clay 

With trembling fear! 



EPITAPH OF JEFFERSON DAVIS, 1863. 

Oh, shade of Davis! art thou still the same^ 
Must foes assist to gild thyself a name, 
And dull Pegasus add its epic page. 
To set the crimes of thy ebullient rage^ 
Must Reason, Satire, Wit, and Virtue strike. 
With cutting falchion and unl)roken pike, 
While minions cry l)eneath thy tragic rule. 
And despots dub thee, puppet, slave, and fool^ 
Go onward! in thy dark and bloody track. 
Thy servile vassals cannot call thee back. 
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Yet hurl menaces at thy dizzy head, 

And execrate the stone that promis'd bread! 

Hark! still we hear the rushing of the flood, — 

The orgies of thy carnival of blood, 

The yelling demons, mock thy wrath and groans, 

As earth receives the malefactor's bones! 

Doom'd like a cut-throat to his narrow cave, — 

Hell builds its castles round his bloody grave — 

Earth rocks and trembles as the tyrant dies,^- 

Blood stain the shades that flicker o'er the skies, 

Fiends howl, and madden'd, bite the worthless dust, 

That hide their kindred spirits wither'd crust. 

While heaven smiles, and the green earth is gay, 

Griad to get rid of Satan's surest prey! 

Thou crownless prince! and still unscepter'd king. 

Once thou wert bold, but now an abject thing! 

A storm as deadly as the Siroc's blast 

Will hurl thy name, forgetful to the past, — 

Strike down the oracle that thou hast built, — 

And gorge a world of devils on thy guilt! 



TEAR DOWN THE FLAG. 1864. 

(The war for the Union was voted a failure by a great 
National Convention held at Chicago, 111., during the summer 
of 1864.) 

Tear down the flag! 
Though moisten'd by the nation's tears. 
In darker storms and darker years, — 
Must it succumb to dastard fears^ 

Tear down the flag! 
AVipe out the crimson stain that mars. 
Its blazon'd stripes and jewell'd stars, — 
And give us Treason's bloody bars. 
Tear down the flag! 
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Tear down the flag! 
All bullet-torn, and battle-riven, 
No more in pride it shall be given, 
To ev'ry breath of Freedom's heaven. 

Tear down the flag! 
Though once our cherish'd boast of fame. 
Its proudest glory mends in shame. 
And will we still adore its name^ 

Tear down the flag? 

Tear down the flag! 
The flag our mothers wept to see, 
As o'er the smile of infancy 
It wav'd, — the soul of Liberty, 

Tear down the flag! 
Its ])eaming stars no more shall shed 
Their lustre o'er the infant head, — 
Nor add a title to the dead. 

Tear down the flag! 

Tear down the flag! 
By ev'ry wound and ev'ry sigh, 
By ev'ry death-delighted eye, 
By ev'ry heart, that yet must die, 

Tear down the flag! 
No! never while a star remains! 
A stripe to flaunt its gory stains, — 
Or sun shines o'er the hills and plains, 

It shall not he! - 



PEACE, isr»4. 



Return, thou Dove of peace, return. 
Bind up the nation's scars. 

And give us but the dear old flag, 
Columbia's blazing stars! 
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Unite our sever'd land once more. 
Dispel this death-like gloom, — 

Make Freedom's shroud her bridal robe, 
Her heaven, Treason's tomb! 

Drive these dark shadows from our sky, 

Exalt a prostrate land, 
AVreathe her proud flag with victory, 

Kiss thou our bleeding hand; 
Pluck not a single stripe away. 

But let all float on high. 
The flashing coronet of stars, 

Bright image of the sky. 

Oh! spread thy dewy wings of love 

O'er all this blood and strife. 
Smile gently on the Nation's tears. 

And bless her ransom'd life. 
Call home our lov'd ones from the field. 

Where they have nobly fought, — 
Let treason kneel at Freedom's shrine. 

By blood and valor bought. 



THE BATTLE OF FRANKLIN, 1864. 

**Forward!" cried the rebel chieftain, 
^'To the dark Ohio's waters, — 

Brightly gleam your Northern laurels, 
Twin'd by Treason's fairest daughters; 

Onward! legions of the brave! 

Who would be a cringing slave! 



14 GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 



Give us vict'ry or the grave! 

Strike for separation: — " 
Like the whirlwind's loudest fury, 

Hurling death along its path, 
Came the glistening lines of traitoi-s. 

Yelling curses full of wrath; 
But they met a noble band, — 
Pride of Freedom's holy land, 
Who broke forth in chorus grand! 

'*God will save the nation!" 

Then the crash of struggling foemen, 

Shook the hills as clouds are riven. 
When the storm-king rides the tempest. 

Lit by the red bolts of heaven ! 
Louder still the charges swell. 
To and fro they rose and fell, 
Like the lava waves of hell! 

Came the booming thunder! 
While in vain the surging billows 

Beat against those lines of steel, 
Which like lightning flashes greeting, 

Hurl'd them back to bleed and reel! 
Then the star-lit flag on high 
Flapp'd its folds against the sky! 
And each weary pensive eye 

Grew bright with wonder! 

Fiercer grew the storm of battle. 

Bursts as fearful earthquakes roar, 
Surging, seething, bleeding masses, 
Writhe and welter in their gore; 
Arm to arm! they would not quail, 
Though dark storms of iron hail 
Mingled with each dying wail, — 
Blue and gray contending! 
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Scatter'd as the leaves of autumn, 

Flying horse and clashing steel, 
Roar'd, thunder'd, in their clamor 

For the nation's woe or weal; 
Then the dense, sulphureous smoke 
O'er the hilltops fled and broke. 
As the cannon's red lips spoke, — 
Night and vict'ry blending! 



THE DEATH OF BIRNEY. 

Roll him in his winding sheet, 
AVrap the stars about his feet, 
Lay him in the silent grave, 
Chant the requiem of the brave, 
Pluck one star from heaven's band. 
Cover its light with shifting sand, — 
Tear one pillar from the dome 
Of fair Freedom's only home. 

This thy tragic work, O, Death! 
This the fell destroyer's breath. 
Shade of Birney! o'er thy tomb 
Sits enthron'd a nation's gloom. 

Hero martyr! 'tis of thee, 
Fairest flower of liberty. 
That we sing in simple strains. 
Of thy weary work and pains. 
How thy gallant heart awoke, 
'Midst the battle's din and smoke, 
When thy men lay thick as leaves. 
Or the reaper's scatter'd sheaves; 
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Then thy cold and flashing steel, 
Gath'ring strength with ev'ry peal, 
Pointed to the stubborn foe, 
Aimed and wrought the crushing blow. 



Like an eagle in his flight, 
Poising in the quiv'ring light, 
Or the lion in retreat, 
Snatching vict'ry from defeat; 
This was Birney! can it be 
That we shall no longer see 
His bold heart and flashing eye. 
Lead his boys to dare or die? 

Silence! O grave, be still, 
Freedom mourns and Treason will; 
Furl his loved and beacon stars, 
What cares he for blood or wars? 
Close his dim and sightless eye, — 
(ilory gave him strength to die. 
Fold his arms to peaceful sleep. 
Give the grave his dust to keep. 



DIRGE ON LINCOLN. 1865. 

Thy work is done! 
Rest from thy labors now, — 
Angels shall wreathe thy brow; 
Deep in thy grave of honor, sleep, 
A startled world has deign'd to weep 

For Freedom's son! 
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The nmrtyr dies! 
Oh God! 'tis hard to say 
^'Thy will be done" this day; 
But, 'neath the shadow of Thy throne, 
We pour hearts into Thine own! 

With weeping eyes. 

In silent awe! 
We stand beside this bier, 
The Nation's heart breaks here! 
But from the rifted clouds, the light 
Breaks like the morn upon our sight, 

God's holy law! 

In Thee we trust! 
O Father! be Thou near! 
To calm our rising fear; 
Stretch out Thy scepter o'er this land. 
And hold this people in Thy hand, 

Since man is dust! 



THE IMMORTAL DAHLGKEN. 

vT^^URING THE war, Col. Ulric Dahlgren, the s(m of Rear 
'>r7n^)) Admiral Dahlfi^ren, was killed by the Confederates near 
^^^'^ Richmond, while leading an expedition designed for 
the rescue of Union prisoners. He was a brave young man, of 
fine promise and excellent traits of character. The author 
wrote a poem on his tragical death, and sent it to the bereaved 
father. In answer he received the following touching letter: 

t 
Washington, Oth of April, 1864. 

Mr, M, S, Nev)comer: 

My Dear Sir — Accept my grateful thanks for your trib- 
ute to the memory of my gallant son. Be assured he well de^ 
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served all that can he said of him. Looking over the whole 
record of his life, I see nothing to mar or blemish its perfect 
lustre. He never disobeyed my slightest wish — never was 
guilty of the least approach to a mean act. He was gentle as 
a girl, generous without guile and without fear, a man among 
men,— thoroughly educated, tsill and of graceful address. His 
extreme youth — twenty-one years and eleven months — high 
rank, won by service on many a battle field, splendid courage, 
and high nol)le nature won him the true love of all. So mod- 
est that most of his deeds I learned from others, he blended a 
deep sense of a future life with the present. 

When suffering keen agony from the loss of a limb in bat- 
tle, and reminded of possible results, he replied, 'Hhat he never 
went into battle without asking forgiveness of his sins and 
mercy of his God." For such, death had no terror. With 
sublime purpose he faced the peril of his last undertaking, — to 
free the weary captive comrade from the dungeons of Rich- 
mond. 

Peace to his noble heart! He fell where a soldier should 
fall — at the head of his men — and the traitors that never faced 
him with impunity when alive, feel safe in desecrating his pre- 
cious remains. 

With many thanks for your kindness. 
Most truly yours, 

Jno. a. Dahlgren, 

R. Admiral. 

Admiral Dahlgren afterwards published the Memoirs of 
Ulrich Dahlgren, a copy of which was sent the author, ac- 
companied by a letter from his widow, in which she says: 

*•'! send you a copy of Memoirs of Ulrich Dahlgren, 
which perhaps you have not seen. In it you will find your 
beautiful poem. 
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Those Memoirs were left by my lamented husband in an 
unfinished state, and edited by me after his death. But the 
arrangement of the ^'ehaplef' by which he gives your poem 
the first place, was his own." 

Firm, with his face to the foe, 

Steady the sword in his hand, 
Stranger to terror or woe — 

Worthy to lead such a band; 
Bravely he met victory, 

Seal'd with his own precious blood, 
His bold heart died to be fvee, 

Warmed by its out-gushing flood. 

Chieftain of Glory! all hail! 

Majesty pales in thy light — 
Despots will stagger and quail 

To see thee bleed for the Right; — 
Freedom will sing of thy name. 

Ages of time yet to be; 
Bright are the laurels of fame 

Twining in beauty for thee. 

Time will but add to the thrill, 

Swelling the popular heart, — 
Vengeance and glory will still 

Blend with oui* tea^-s as they start, 
Garlands of roses we'll twine. 

Softly we'll speak in thine ear, 
Home of the brave shall be thine, — 

Liberty weeps at thy bier! 

Traitors may scoff at thy corse. 

And fiends may howl at thy grave — 

Freedom forgets not its source 

In the warm blood of the brave, 
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Deity smiles upon thee; 

Hercules OF Liberty! hail! — 
The stripes and stars of the free 

Will ne'er grow languid or pale. 

Treason may rave in its lair, 

Mocking the (iust of the slain. 
None its dark burden to bear 

Save the brute lord of the chain; 
Liberty, savM from its wrath. 

Will own the soil it has trod, 
Despite the foes in its path. 

To bless its Maker and (iod! 



( OLUMBIA'S PRIDK. 

l^p, up, Columbia for the tight. 
And gird your armor new and bright, 
That traitors now may feel your might. 

When striking for the free; 
Strike, for your loved and fond desires; 
Strike, for the blood of martyred sires, 
Strike, for your altars and your fires! 

For God, and Liberty ! 

From hill to hill the signal tlies. 
That seems to rend the very skies, 
While every sturdy heart replies, 

''The Union evermore." 
Up, from the valley's velvet green, — 
Adown the mountain may be seen. 
The bristling lines in dazzling sheen. 

Courting the battle's roar! 
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Lot craven spirits hood the orv, 

That like a toin{)ost hurtles by, 

And quickens the hrave heart to die, 

In this our righteous cause: 
To raise a coward voice is vain, — 
When every dell and every plain 
Seems panting to avenge the stain 

Of our insulted laws. 

Lift up our banner, proudly starred, — 
Fair Freedom's shrine remains unscarr'd; 
By heaven kiss'd, by hell unmarr'd! 

Shall be our holy land. 
The God of Truth shall lead our fight, 
For righteousness shall gird with might 
The armies, marshalTd for the Right, 

Who for the Nation stand. 



UNDER THE SOD. 

(A POEM FOR DFXORATION DAY.) 

Under the sod! under the sod! 
The wearers of blue and gray. 
Mingling their dust where the green grass weaves 
That nobler garb than a chaplet of leaves. 
The charity sprung from the sightless head, 
The loving embrace of brothers when dead! 
O, that the living might put away 
The hatred to brother man to-day. 

Under the sod! under the sod! 

Under the sod! under the sod! 
Torn by sabre, shot and shell. 
The mangled image of God lies here. 
Close up the wounds with a sigh and tear! 
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Scatter the roses o'er the ghastly Past, 
Silence the drum and the bugle blast! 
Let the banner of love dispel 
The scars of Hate with glad farewell. 
Under the sod! under the sod! 

Under the sod! under the sod! 
Kiss'd by the dews from loving skies. 
Our brothers are sleeping peacefully now, 
Where the stars look down from Night's dark brow;- 
O, ye who would war with the living, come! 
Smite if ye will, these helpless and dumb! 
Put out these cold and tireless eyes! 
Strangle the dead with net of lies! 

Under the sod! under the sod! 

Under the sod! under the sod! 
With the fragrant clover above, 
Like a garment clipp'd from fields of light. 
Sprinkled with diamonds, pure and bright, 
Warm'd to life by the breath of heaven, 
An emerald robe, for ashes given! 
Here we see the home of the dove. 
The olive branch and balm of love. 

Under the sod! under the sod I 

' Under the sod! under the sod! 
We soon will sleep with brothers dead. 
Then wither'd flowers and friendships past 
Will not w-arm the tender hands which cast; 
Nor will a garland wove in a night; 
For Life's dark wrongs, in silence requite. 
No! pardon lifts the living head, 
And warms the heart ere hope hath fled, 
Under the sod! under the sod! 



GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 23 



Under the sod! under the sod! 
The hearts that throbhM with quicker beat, 
When the lightning quiver'd along the steel, 
And bayonets seemed to think and feel! 
When theseam'd walls of old Sumter fell 
'Neath a storm of shot and hissing shell; 
Then, down the busy tearful street. 
Was heard the tramp of coming feet, 

Under the sod! under the sod! 

Under the sod! under the sod! 
The incense once so freely given, — 
Healed by these stripes of a crimson hue, 
AVe kiss God's name on the red, white and blue! 
We pray that these graves and pleading scars 
May fix the galaxy of our stars! 
Then Peace will spell the word, Forgiven, 
And write in tears the smile of heaven, 

Under the sod! under the sod! 



}TLrT)OPo6s ar)d fatipical. 



MISTAKES OF MOSES. 

(xood bye, old fogy Moses, you've played it good and strong. 

Bat science is a risin', and ye cannot tarry long; 

The "flood," and ''ribs/' and **fisli/' which gulped your Jonah 

man, 
Must all be reconstructed on our scientific plan: — 
Your Red Sea, all a' bilin' and foam in' on a swoop. 
Requires too nuich confidin' to make the story loop. 
Then Pharaoh goin' under, is too much fish for me. 
My faith just i)usts a' strainin', a' tryin' for to see. 

Old Adam in the garden, with that woman at his side, 
A keepin' up his honey-moon with his blushin' bride. 
Might all seem kind o' nat'ral, if youM kept the snake away. 
But sarpint talk and courtin' don't agree in our day. 
Henceforth we'll keep a' winkin', when ye talk about the ''rib," 
And all our gushin dudes will swear it is a salted fib. 
No woman with the spirit which they have got to-day, 
(yould e'er be manufactur'd from a sleepin' bone that way! 

No Moses, though it hurts you, please excuse us if you can. 
We've travell'd through Beer Sheba, and surrounded little Dan, 
We hail from new Chicago, the crowned queen ot the lake, 
And in our bloomin' latitude your story will not take. 
We have got away beyond you, by telegraph and steam. 
And its fun to see you paddlin', to get your 'Ark' up stream. 
For though the earth and history seem agreein' on your flood. 
We'll write your epitaph the same, in geologic mud. 
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We've knocked your ten commandments into the break of day, 
And winked around the splinters to see what you would say, 
We've gone to sea with Noah, without a sail or oar, 
A trustin' hard in Providence, without a sight of shore: 
We've stood along with Samson, and heard his feelin' prayer, 
And wondered how that temple could feel his growth of hair. 
We've seen the blazin' fire a'*fallin' on Sodom's plain. 
But we were like old Abraham, not venturin' in the rain! 

We've captur'd ancient Jericho, and that without a shout, — 
We've gone to hell in person, and we've put the fire out! 
And when these pesky preachers keep a'blowin' up the coals. 
We wish their tongues were scorchin' where they would put 

our souls; 
'Tis true we haven't seen it, but then our word is law. 
Creation links our wisdom with the way our feelin's draw. 
And these will ne'er go up stream, agin' 'the nat'ral man. 
Where ev'ry thought of punishment is weighin' on our plan. 

We would rather choose our leaders and treat them as we please, 
Than swelter in the heat l)elow or go above and freeze. 
Its too much like a horse-thief when takin' to the jail. 
Without you axin' his consent or tryin' to get him bail; 
'Tis true, it was his thievin' that brought his case to law. 
For had he ne'er been stealin', the halter would not draw, 
But now, to capture judges, defendants need not lie. 
Since plaintiflf turns defendant and proves an alihl. 

Yes, Moses, we are livin' right in the blazin' light. 
And faith is fossil diggin' to a man who has his sight. 
We never will accept a thing we cannot understand, — 
We want to see your papers givin' power to command. 
You say the forked lightnin' blaz'd around you on the mount, — 
We've got the blaze domesticated, in jets you cannot count, — 
You say your blessed statutes were carved in flinty stone. 
We've got a good deal smarter now, bylettin' yours alone! 
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'Tis true, our politicians and our bankers smooth and fine, 
Like wild-ducks flyin' northward, get across the Nation's line, 
But they don't come back in summer, to l)uild their downy 

nests, — 
Their feathers in the other zone, keep warm their freezin' 

breasts! 
The lawyers and policemen stand in to cheat the law, 
By quotin' greasy statutes, full of weakness, wrong and flaw, — 
We think this bold procession has struck the other shore, 
And that old Court will soon conclude that twice two don't 

make four. 

Farewell to superstition, when that bright day shall dawn! 

Our country lit with glory, will lead the column on, 

And Moses, though an ancient man, will hide his eyes in tears, 

When he beholds us marchin' through the faith of many years. 

Then Moses, keep a'lookin', for wc'er comin', sure as fate. 

And you will hear us knockin', like tramps a'comin' late. 

If you get up to let us in, we'll pardon all mistakes, 

And swear through all eternity, that Moses holds the stakes! 



j'v^ s(*f»n 



'' (^T^ANATICISM," cries the demure-looking, dignified 
ragon of society propriety, when he sniifs the 
scent of anything new. He is the faithful thermom- 
eter of public sentiment; he holds up his hands in holy horror 
at some fresh innovation or thrusts them into his breeches- 
pockets in the serene meditation of unequaled disgust. He is 
the weak, shifting weather-vane, indicating the currents of 
stronger minds, and faithfully giving to others the weak and 
diluted transcript of other brains. Satisfied with the dull and 
monotonous level of his own mediocrity, ho alfects surprise and 
when any one chances to step aside from the beaten path, 
crowded with the fossilized mossbacks of placid senility! 
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THE BRITISH MARTYR. 

Mr. Stead, editor of the Pall Mall Gazette, punofently ex- 
posed the nefarious traflSc in the virtue of young girls, carried 
on for money among the aristocratic circles of English society. 
On a legal technicality he was condemned by a British court to 
suffer three month's imprisonment. This shameful travesty of 
justice furnished the occasion calling forth the following lines: 

Within thy prison, honest Stead, recant! 
Three months with spiders feeds a holy plant. 
There lordly Britons, with the JeflTries smirch. 
Condole thee with the wrath of state and church; 
Look out through bars of kindly rusted steel. 
And know the world consents thy wrongs to feel. 
Brave heart! look up! the sunshine and the storm 
Will rend the clouds with lightnings swift and warm. 

Ah, watchman! o'er the gilded haunts of vice, 
Thy pen hath pierced the guilty lordling's price, 
And royal purple, stained with bartered lives. 
In mockery of painted justice, thrives; 
The titled pigmies, strutting forth as men — 
Like bawling criers, punctured by thy pen, 
Malicious spiders, wriggling in their pain, 
Pinned to their lying peerage, howl in vain! 

Brave Censor! Smithfield burns the truth no more. 

But prelates swing Gehenna's massive door. 

And to the purgatorial fires of state. 

Consign their victims, whether small or great: 

Here cowl and cassock with the ermine blend. 

To cripple justice and the wrong defend, 

And sandwiched 'twixt the hireling lord and priest — 

Virtue, like swine's flesh, is esteemed the least. 
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With maudlin lies and perjured ghost;* of law, 

And legal wits to multiply each flaw. 

The hlood of innocence is gravely sold. 

To lords and peers for sordid, eanker'd gold. 

A pennyworth to each — their stock in trade. 

Is silver lining to the bargains made. 

No higgling over morals quaint and queer. 

For no such phantoms ever enter here. 

The coat of arms, the shield of Jaw and state. 
Will dangle o'er St. Peter s rusted gate. 
And though obscured by pious blots of sin. 
Its heraldry will let the lordlings in; 
No common morals here — 'tis plush and gold. 
And prayer books and sermons, mild and old. 
With these to fringe the cindered crust of hell, 
The scions of nobility do well! 

The royal lion lifts at last his paw. 
To crush the gnat w^hich stings his hungry maw. 
And strips the mantle from the harem rule, 
Besotted by the lust of slave and tool! 
Imprisoned virtue! dungeons bring thee light. 
When whips of tyrants whistle through the night. 
Truth is full oft the child of hoary Wrong — 
The angel fluttering in the breath of sonir! 



THE NEW FIRM. 

A devil and an angel came to tow n. 
Though traveling diftVront ways; 
The devil had donned a threadbare gown. 
And the sweet angel ceased to frown. 
When he found a devil that prays. 
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Together in happy converse they sat, 

The devil was stroking his beard, — 
While the angel blandly tipp'd his hat, 
And listen'd as though each word were pat, 
More to be loved than feared. 

Quoth the devil, '^Your're an angel of light, 

As sweet as the clover's bloom. 
Your wings are soft, and pearly and white. 
Your face ne'er gathers the blackness of night, 
And your breath is the sweetest perfume. 

I love to gaze at your beautiful form, 

My rapture I cannot smother; 
Let us seek the rift in our low'ring storm, 
And bask in the light, glowing and warm, 

Sweet angel, let us love one another. 

Won't you blacken your face; a little you know. 

Not a patch of midnight from hell. 
Ah no! good colors come very slow, 
Dear angel, let just a tinge from below 
Your pallor and glitter dispel. 

Then you and I can sit on the fence. 

Or block up the open church door, 
The people would stand aghast in suspense. 
Not knowing which devil gave most otiense. 
So alike, in the clothes they wore. 

We'll enter the church and sit in the pew, 

Dress'd gaily, like decorous men, 
And when the Parson, to his calling true. 
Is giving the graceless devils their due. 
We'll shout together, amen! 
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You know sweet angel, 'tis whisky and beer, — 

That the men and devils enjoy, — 
To make our calling and election clear, 
Our ballots must always swim in a tear, 
While Lucifer gives us employ. 

You're from above, and I'm from l>elow, 
But now we'll join hands in the play. 
We'll lay strong hands neath the leaves and the snow, 
And hide in the steaming current of woe, — 
Or we'll kneel in the blood to pray! 

Nay, my sweet angel, no tremor or shirk 

Must disturb the angel who prays; 
He bold as a lion, while we both work, 
And blend the saloon with the old kirk. 
For you see my dear angel, it pays! 

The angel broke forth, ''Dear devil I see 
That your c^lor has changed to white, 
You're the sweetest devil, so blithe and free. 
To think you'd talk with an angel like me, — 
Your kindness o'erwhelms me quite. 

1 see your foot is something like mine, 

Not cloven like those from below. 
Perhaps if we knew our ancestral line, 
We are from the same stock, so sturdy and fine, 

Evoluted, developed you know! 

Oh yes, dear devil, 1 am one of your firm, 

If you deem me worthy to stand. 
And now the bargain, to fix and confirm. 
So that neither devil or tmgel can squirm. 

Dear devil, just give me your hand. 



GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 31 



Now war to the knife, on the pious crew, 

Who weep over homes desolate; 
We belong to the independent few, 
Who can wade through blood or flames that are blue. 

And yet never lower their state! 

While our firm is forging the felon's cell. 
We will sing an anthem of praise; — 

Our ballots will sweetly, meekly tell, 

The price of souls in the marts of hell, 
And how much our partnership pays/' 

So the devil and angel ruled the old town. 

And so nearly alike were they, — 
The head of each fitted the other's crown; 
And 'twould tax a lawyer to say right down, 

When the partners would swear or pray! 



^I^HINK OF Paul and Barnabas introducing the gospel at 
^1^ Derbe and Lystra by finking for doll babies in a mock 
^ fish pond! If the church fair is an adjunct of the gos- 
pel, why not! Think of Paul blowing soap bubbles at so much 
a blow, in the name of Jesus Christ! Think of him standing 
on Mars' hill, announcing a necktie-tie party where he would 
kiss the pretty girls at so much per smack, all to the glory of 
God! Think of the old man telling Timothy to preach the 
word, and that part of that word was to be sure to have plenty 
of ''weigh parties," when the weighers would be compelled to 
fork over ten cents per head as their avoirdupois, sanctified 
assessment! When these abominations are committed in the 
name of our Master, is it any wonder that spirituality decreases? 
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OUT WEST. 

Hark! 
Over prairie flowei-s, — 
Over walls and towers, 
A voice comes breaking on the air; 
Speaking of mouths unfed. 
And children asking bread. 
In regions dark; 
Away from schools and church, 
Left in afflicting lurch. 
We see the anxious search 
For rest, 
Out West! 

Look! 
To polish'd eyes, polite, 
It is a grievous sight 
To see the grimy sons of toil 
Throng up the golden slope. 
Each step a trumpet hope. 

Of heart or book! 
We tarry in the wood, 
Fond of our earthly good. 
While raiment, thought and food, 

Are dressVl, 

Out West! 

Hear! 
The whistling engine tells, — 
The chime of ringing bells. 
What spirit clicks along the wires; 
The very streamlets run, 
With gold from setting sun, 
And empty here! 
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'Tis time our pride relents, 
When o'er our mountain fence, — 
They grow our presidents, 

The best, 

Out West! 

Wait! 
Around each cabin shines. 
The fruit of pumpkin vines, 
Yellow as gold in Autumn haze; 

While rustling corn-fields bend, — 
The ripening harvests blend, 
Broad, full and great; 
But harvests grown, — what then? 
Why giants, — mighty men! 
Girded with speech or pen, — 
How blest. 
Out West! 



*^i^ lES, CAKES, tarts, ice cream and rice pudding, are in 
^^^^j^ the ascendant. The inward man groans, but not over 
'^''^ prayer neglected, but rather the pious confectionery of 
fashionable camp meetings. The senses need stimulating, and 
the stomach is gorged with the good things of the earth, which 
are decidedly earthy; and then come cramp colics, dysenteries 
and fevers, which are all piously attributed to ^'camping out." 
We read, '^The whole creation groaneth," and this is regarded 
as but a fulfillment of prophecy, and therefore in harmony with 
with Scriptures. Great names are placarded weeks before the 
exhibition with as much flourish and pompous extravagance of 
ink as Barnum's advertisement of the Siamese twins, or South 
American serpents. The theological acrobats prepare them- 
selves for the arena. They snuft* the battle afar off. They take 
up the spear or habergeon, and enter the gladiatorial lists. They 
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exhibit their evangelical muscles, and anxiously await the word 
to begin. The people sit as the umpire, watch in hand, ready 
to decide who l)eats. Each one does his best, but some com- 
plain of favoritism, and the one-sidedness of the newspapers. 
Soon the term of the camp meeting runs out, it may be either 
for want of fashionable provisii>ns, or speakers who will 
^'draw,"or perhaps both. Some are greatly elated because 
their man beat, and others mournfully crest fallen and wonder 
why camp meetings are not now like they were when they 
were young. The trees of the field clap their hands when the 
farce is ended. They at least will s{)eak for God while whited 
sepulchers will rot. Is not this condition of things most la- 
mentable? Just as soon as we leave the primary object of these 
out-door meetings, there is imminent danger of subverting the 
whole design. 

ON HEARING BIRDS SIN(J IN A SALOON. 

Sweet warblers! your busy throats 

Speak to my heart to-day, 
In that place your thrilling notes 

Have something new to say. 
How came ye there? was it because, 

Ye would enchant the place 
Where Sin disports our broken laws, 

And paints her ugly face? 

Your keeper should feed you bread, 

Snatch'd from the poor and blind. 
And each unwash'd and ruffled head, 

A bath of tears should find! 
And if your plumage is too brown, 

A crimson dye would come, 
From many hearts, all o'er the town, 

Tinged with the streaks of Rum. 
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Sing on! and let your music roll 

Out from that filthy den, 
Song tunes the death-wail of the soul, 

And chants the dirge of men! 
Let flowers bloom above the mire, 

Let song its beauty tell, 
For each may in their w^ay aspire 

To gild the way to hell! 

The stifled air within the room 
Seems lurid with the breath 

That issues from that living tomb, 
llie poiso7i^d lungn of death I 

Here birds may sing away the hours. 
But bleeding hearts will break. 

The serpent hid among the flowers, 
Will still remain a snake! 



^'^\ OBBIES to the front of you; liobbies to the rear of you; 

"^/Mf hobbies to the right of you; hobbies to the left of you; 

-^^^ everywhere — hobbies! 

Hobbies are of two species, indigenous and transmigra- 
tory. Sometimes hobbies are in men, sometimes men put 
themselves into the hobbies. Some hobbies attract, others re- 
pel. Some are like comets, more tail than anything else; 
others are like rockets, bursting suddenly into view, then emit- 
ting variegated stars, which go out simultaneously, leaving 
darkness. Hobbies are of all sizes, all the way from a fly-trap 
to the veritable perpetual motion. Some are hobbies of a phil- 
anthropic turn destined to relieve labor; others are of the indus- 
trial class, calculated to give uninterrupted employment 
to the loquacious tendencies of professional talkers. 
What millions have been spent on hobbies! What cares have 
been created, what enmities engendc^red, what hopes deferred 
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by hobbies! They wake you at all hours with the stinging 
twitch of the nightmare, and they jump like rabbits from every 
copse in your path. Some have the wings of the eagle, others 
the stupidity of the snail. Some roar like the king of beasts, 
while others chirp like the linnet. All must be seen to be ap- 
preciated. If you cannot enter into the feelings of the hobby, 
you cannot understand it. You must notice every crank, every 
pinion, every cog, every wheel, every strap, or you cannot see 
the philosophy; and philosophy in hobbies is everything. You 
must even see the evolutions of the inventor's brain and faith- 
fully note the scintillating sparks of genius thrown off by that 
wonderful laboratory of struggling forces. When you get that 
near a hobby and its eloquent inventor you are inspired with a 
feeling of awe. You wonder how the sublime idea slumbered 
so long in the dead past without realization. While contem- 
plating the wonderful discovery, the inventor begins to expati- 
ate. You listen attentively. He begins in a low monotone, 
but is soon on the rising inflection. Your interest becomes in- 
tense. Seeing how you like hobbies ho becomes encouraged. 
He tells you how he found this hobby, crude, homely and 
wounded on the highway; how the thoughtless masses all passed 
unceremoniously by on the other side, and how, in the tender- 
ness of his heart, he took up the stranger, poured oil on his 
wounds, set him on his feet, and fed and petted the hobby, un- 
til now, in reverent gratitude, the hobby is about to feed him! 
He sets every wheel in motion, and your ears buzz with the 
constant whirr. Still he dilates as the momentum increases. 
Adjectives, expletives, and ejaculations by the thousand! Wheels, 
cranks, pinions; pinions, cranks and wheels! Philosophy as- 
tounding, but too much oil! 

How the thing runs! You wonder whether all hobbies 
are so, and whether this one will not soon fly to pieces. You 
soon find you did not understand hobbies, for they are born by 
thousands; they never die. Presently you find that after all 
hobbies are not what they seem. Drenched and doused, and 
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ducked in a vision of hobbies, you wander away from your tor- 
mentor, hardly knowing whether you are a telephone or a 
jack-knife, with the inventor screaming after you something 
about wheels and cranks, and the rest. Out of hearing you 
sit down and cogitate. You look every way, up the road 
and down the road, and across the fields, and every man you 
see coming is narrowly watched to see whether he has not some- 
thing under his arm. You go home and think about hobbies, 
you dream about hobbies, and when Sabbath dawns you go to 
church with mortal fear lest your preacher has become infected 
with the mania of hobbies. 



FAREWELL, PARSON. 

Well, parson, we have called to-day to break a bit of news. 

And working up our courage, fairly gives us all the blues; 

For it won't be very pleasant, we think, to either one. 

But it's a job we're in for, and so it must be done. 

We're appointed by the church, parson, to tell you what they 

say; 
For you know they had a meetin', just across the way. 
And sing'lar as it may appear, they fought, and fought again 
Across this very subject, parson, and settled it, and then; — 

Well, to tell the truth, parson, our words stick in the throat, 
The hand that hove its beams before, now palsies at a mote. 
We see your grey hair, parson, a dangling in the breeze, 
And our blood seems chilly like, as tho 'twere 'bout to freeze. 
We very well remember when, with satchel in your hand. 
You came a walkin' up the road, looking strong and grand\ 
And when you preached your sermon, the school marm and 

her school, 
All came a toddlin' to the front, to say you were no fool. 
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It's mighty interestin\ parson, to now call up the past, 
And how we all stuck to you, throujjh rain, or sun, or blast. 
How many graves you closed, parson, above our children's 

dust, 
And words came struggling through your tears, invitin^ us to 

trust; 
And then beside our sick ones, you prayed to help us on, 
Until the clouds were scattered by the coming of the dawn! 
It seems your life is hid, parson, within each throbbing heart. 
And ev'ry pulse that quickens us, you surely helped to start. 

But now the church is strong, parson, not yieldin' to the press; 
YouVe done your best work here, parson, whether more or 

less, 
We would not be unkind, but you know an ancient broom 
Should yield its corner gracefully, when others want the room. 
We want a new broom, parson, to sweep our hearts each week. 
For age seems but a hardenin' your quality of cheek; 
And when we would for pleasure, but gloss a little sin. 
You wake up heaven's thunderbolts, and mildly throw them in. 

We want a younger man, parson, old sermons will not do. 
For polished gush is better, though only half be true. 
You know the people nowadays would rather take the foam, 
And leave the truth, like AVandering Jew, without a settled 

home. 
You've been a mighty power, parson, a lif tin' of our souls. 
But you see your strength is failin', and time right onward 

rolls, 
And if you'll just step down, from oflf the pulpit floor. 
We'll have a younger pulpiteer a knockin' at the door! 

Your carpets and your furniture are lookin' mighty sad. 
And we're almost asham'd to say they are the best you had. 
But still it is a great relief to see your clothes thread- bare. 
Particularly when we know they lost their gloss in prayer. 
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Now, if you'd made a fortune a preachin' for this church, 
You and your cross would separate, to leave you in the lurch, 
But we have kept you poor, parson, 'twas best to kill your 

pride. 
For faith is kept a strainin' most to sec the other side! 

Yes, you must go, parson, and you are old and gray, 
You have given all your life-blood to help us on our way, 
And, now that everything you've got is pretty well-nigh spent. 
We'd like to be after askin' you if you have paid your rent! 
We know we promised long ago to settle this old score. 
But we think you will not ask it, as you hold the open door; 
As you go we'd like to think of you, generous to the last, 
'Twould be a saintly covering for the record of the past! 



THE KNIGHT OF THE WEED. 

With teeth colored and grim. 

And lips of a coppery hue, — 
A 3^oung man sat on the busy street, 

Looking forlorn and blue; 

yquirt! squirt! squirt! 
Spattered yellow and pale, — 
He turns his head with a nervous twitch. 

And squirts at the head of a nail! 

Squirt! squirt! squirt! 
Alas, for the box or the walk, 
Behold the sallow varnish of death, 

Mixed with the volume of talk. 

Quids! quids! quids! 
Lost in the throng of the busy street, 
Where, O where are the human lids 

For the careless quids we meet? 
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With chocks hollow aiul thin, 

Save where the quids repose. 
The knight looks up with visage awry, 

And a knowing touch of the nose. 
Chew! chew! chew! 
It is blasphemy, slang and dirt. 
Oozing in streams from the noxious stew. 

Singing the song of the squirt. 

Work! work! work! 
Jaws, and teeth, and tongue. 

Brewing the sallow slime of death, 
Digging the graves of the young. 
O, who would not he bold! 
To plume the knight of the weed, 

AdornM with shining spangles of gold, 
L'ilye fiasf/n^'ss gtm^' to H<'r(i ! 

Puff! puff! puff! 
Holding the stem with a grip. 

O, sir, is there not stench enough 
Tainting your breath and lip^ 

Will you poison the air 

And blacken another's face^ 
Then ask if we are afraid of smoke, 

When properly seasoned with grace! 

() men, with brains and hands, 

O men, with hearts that feel, 
Do you think that we are pickled in smoke, 

Until we have lungs like steel: 
Speak! speak! speak! 
If you can hear through clouds of smoke. 

Be quick, or the fountains that reek. 
Will cease their running and choh\* 
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SOMETHING TO BALANCE THE GRIST. 

'Tis progressing and dressing. 
And professing and blessing, 

Until the brain reels with a whirl; — 
And we shake up the sack. 
About fifty years back, 

Held in place by a boy or girl; 
As down to the mill, 
At the base of the hill, 

The urchin rode through the mist; 
Singing all the way long 
To the black bird's sweet song, 

With a stone to balance the grist! 

Their endeavor was clever, 
For whenever we sever 

Their act from honest intentions;- 
We are skinning a mote, 
For its valueless coat, 

And dream of later inventions. 
We now shake up the sack 
With a vigorous whack, 

And deftly give it a twist; 
Then we pour out the wheat, 
Looking pious and sweet. 

With nothing to balance the grist! 

Our deceiving and thieving. 
Our believing and grieving, 

With candor stamped on our lying; 
Shows something disjointed, 
Where morals are pointed. 

The old dispensation dying! 



42 GOLDEN GLEANING.^. 



Give U8 back the old sack 
That still hangs on the rack, 

Let not its lesson l)e miss'd; 
Lay it down at our feet, 
While we joyously greet, 

A moral, to balance the grist! 

^T^HE PASTOR is present in good time. A few straggling, 
\Wf^ demure-looking brethren and sisters come in one by 
^ one a goodly distance apart. The door closes with a 
solemn bang that calls up a sepulchral echo from the empty 
pews. The lights seem very deficient, as though the sexton's 
oil can were in league against the prayer meeting. The choir 
has gone otf on an excursion, or to a concert, or a social 
dance, or something; at any rate they are quite sure to be away 
from the prayer meeting. The connoisseurs of artistic melody 
are not present, and it is not expected that the choir will waste 
their operatic airs on such unappreciative ears. 

The pastor, or some one, finally takes up the Bible and 
reads a few passages from the holy book in a very solemn tone. 
Then the prayers, oh. how long and tedious! The irony of 
Elijah is certainly appropriate here. It does seem to outsiders 
that the (lod of this prayer meeting has gone off on a journey, 
and it requires labored efforts to bring him back. The older 
brethren and sisters, unused to singing the praises of God 
since the choir — now at the concert or somewhere — gives them 
fashionable, new music every Sabbath, are now in a dilemma. 
They must have singing at the prayer meeting. One brother, 
noted for vehement zeal and opposition to churchly innovations, 
strikes up, ''Alas! and did my Saviour bleed?" but breaks down 
the first stanza in trying to accomplish the feat of adjusting a 
long metre tunc to a common metre hymn. The young folks 
titter, and the brother in his embarrassment fixes his spectacles, 
looks at the hymn with a dubious glance, and tries it again. 
With the aid of the sisters who are determined to have singing 
at the prayer meeting, the good brother pulls through to the 
great relief of everybody. 
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NEW YEAR REVERTER. 

Ye harps of living memory! 

Strung with fleeting years, 

Vibrate once more as soft 

Fingered time touches thy throbbing 

Wires, and evokes the melody of 

Love. Here, chiseled on a slab, 

We read thy name, like the 

Golden rim of sunset, coiled in fleecy 

Ringlets of somber hue, — the living 

Creepers, casting strange shadows. 

Wind their tiny arms about thee! 

Below is death! with ghastly 

Retinue of perished guests! 

Silent in awful loneliness! 

Above is life! nourished by 

Decay, weaving the sunlight 

And the Summer's breath 

Into a chariot, in which 

The soul rides up to heaven! 

Ah! there is a form of beauty 

More lasting than the angel 

Struck in marble mould, and 

Spreading wings, white and motionless, 

Like stately guardians over the 

Mouldering forms we love. Brambles 

May hide these, and the white 
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Wings tipped with gold may tarnish 

With the nist of years and hide 

Their beanty in their mossy graves. 

Undisturbed by pitying hand 

Or caressing memory! But 

Here, within the soul, where 

Love holds court; where sympathy 

Flaunts her snowy banners; 

Where the soft hand of Pity smites 

The jagged mountains of selfishness 

With falling tears; where pictured 

Visions linger on fleshly 

Tables; here, memory would 

Stoop in awful reverence 

To pluck away the thorns 

Which Vice had planted! 

That Hope, and Love, and Virtuc,- 

Unchoked by matted crown 

Of death, might rise beyond 

The boundaries of human sight, — 

And linking hands, present 

Their trophies to the Judge! 

O! memory, how fleet thy wings! 

Thou fliest through the grav(\ 

Where unkind deeds bedraggle 

Thee, and fluttering from the 

Dust, thy smiting pinions 

Crack the shaft, which pride 

Upreared to make false show; 

And through the open scam 

The thunderbolt of justice, red 

And glaring, falls with mighty 

Crash upon the bleeding soul! 

Life, sweet with perfumes 

Of mercy, will paint thee as an 
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Angel — not dead but living — 

Whose voice will rouse the 

Sleeping faries of the heart, — 

Whose hand will knit 

The thorns into woof of sunny gold. — 

Whose breath will warm the frozen rocks, 

And here, in holy dalliance 

With the past, we sit, in patient 

Waiting for blending joys, ne'er 

Smitten by the cruel hand of 

Death. How sweet the murmuring 

Sea that rolls its tides along 

The golden strands of memory; 

When every shell and relic we 

Ketain speaks to our ears 

In mellowed whispers of 

Unbroken gladness! Like thrilling 

Notes of happy birds; fluttering 

From the thunder-cloud to 

Shake their dripping feathers 

In the coming sunlight 

We break forth into singing, 

And place the dust of death 

Beneath the Great White Throne! 



TIME. 



O, time! thou glowing morning star of youth 

Resplendent with the blush of opening day. 
Earth crowned, thy garland flashing truth, 

We love until we see thy locks of gray 
More vengeful grown along the flight of years, 

Sharper thy sickle with the fading light; 
Thy heart congeals whenever human tears 

Like dew-drops glisten on the face of night! 
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Ejigerly we grasp thy hand and praise 

The new-born joys, thy smiling favor brings 
Our souls, attuned to lofty songs, upraise 

Thy meed of glory on exultant wings: 
But when our visions smitten in the dust 

Writhe in the anguish of despair and dread, 
We loathe thy sway and hesitate to trust 

The king who laughs amid our sleeping dead! 

Familiar grown, within thy long embrace. 

We look for pity in thy sleepless eye, 
Deceived, to find a hard and unmov'd face 

We turn away to hide our tears^ and die! 
WitherVl the hopes within our anxious grip. 

Like flowers scorch'd, beneath Sahara's blast, — 
We lay them low, before thy stony lip. 

And wait to sec thy signet seal the past. 

O Time! thy mandates, cruel though they be, 
Are wiser still than all the thoughts of men; 

To lift our hand against eternity. 

Is childish scribblmg with an unknown pen. 

Down to the dust we sink at thy command. 
But written high, above our crumbling clay, 

We read the fairer outlines of a land 

Where Time dethroned shall quickly slink away! 



Jt^ ROM THE far off summit of the eternal hills, bathed in 






the sun-crowned glory of creation's king, and watered 



^'^ as the garden of God from the fountains of his power, 
there marches forth a mighty conqueror, attired with the royal 
robes of heaven, spreading his lofty banners to the breeze and 
hurling his death-dealing batalions over the fairest forms of 
beauty that smile like flowers amid the barren wastes of earth. 



GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 47 



CeDturies have crowned him with their hoary diadem; legions 
are marshaled as if by magic at his command; heaven and earth 
unite in celebrating the glories of his coronation; every element 
is made tributary to his will, and moving with the velocity of 
lightning he never tires; looking upon the wreck he has made, 
he never relents; standing by the bed of disease and breathing 
the air laden with contagion, he never sickens; surveying the 
shocking realms of death, he never dies; and with mockery 
for science, and scorn for hope, he moves with silent, stealthy 
tread through the dark mazes of human incredulity, or stains 
his fingers with the blood of sudden conquest in the thundering 
shock of battle.. He smites the mightiest kingdoms with his 
hand of power, and royalty puts on the rags of mourning, and 
palaces are turned into the dust of the desert. He sits with 
the proudest monarch and sneers at his glory; he lingers beside 
the peasant's altar and covers it with the mould of death. He 
breathes upon the young, and his icy breath whitens the bloom- 
ing beauty of youth with the frosts of winter, and palsies the 
strong limbs with the premonitions of approaching dissolution. 
He carves his name in the clefts of the rock where the eagle 
soars and the tempest howls, or records it in the sands of the 
sea where the dirge of the dancing waves sings its glory for- 
ever. He makes his home upon the Alpine heights covered 
with eternal snows, and kissing the vault of heaven with stony 
lips; or he abides under the shadow of the feathery palm, where 
the fiery rays of a tropical sun burn his fame into the desert 
paths. 

He attends the stars on their silent march, recording their 
evolutions in his calendar of years, and dashing through the 
vault of night, he scorches the realms of space with the flam- 
ing comet, and buries the fragments of crushed worlds beneath 
the dark mantle of oblivion. He rides upon the storm-cloud 
when riven by the lightning's flash, and tossed by the hurri- 
cane of winds, or he stands beside the pilot whose hand rests 
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calmly on the wheel, and whose eye lookb far across the tran- 
quil waters tinted with a flood of golden light poured down 
from a cloudless sky. He touches our pathway with his magic 
pencil, and flowers of promise burst into life like the buds of 
spring-time, and again like the lifeless, heartless statue of 
bronze, he peers into the open graves that hold our loved ones 
with brazen eyes, and laughing at our grief like a fiend, he 
tears the cerements of the dead into shreds, and with cruel hate 
he grinds their highest monuments into powder. 

Though everywhere present, marking his victims with the 
signs of coming desolation, or crushing bleeding hearts beneath 
his angr3^ tread, he is invisible to mortal gaze, and the secret 
of his mighty power is hidden among the wonders of the un- 
known. No one can arrest his triumphal march. Leaping 
over every human boundary with giant step, he snaps every 
fetter like cords of sand, and grasping the thunderbolt from 
the hand of God, or softly stealing the electric fires from the 
throbbing beast, he strikes terror into every household and ap- 
pals every bounding heart. No one escapes his notice. With 
an eye like the l)rightness of the sun he looks upon the sweet, 
calm face of the sleeping babe, or strips the robes of state from 
the heart of imperial greatness and shakes the dynasties of earth 
into fragments that kings may know that they are but men. 

Swinging the mighty pendulum that beats the funeral march 
of dying worlds, he will continue to sit upon his throne until 
the great God will touch his scepter with the rust of decay, and 
dragging the proud monarch from his lofty seat, he will bind 
him with eternal fetters and scatter his throne like dust into 
the sea of oblivion. The sun will put out his blazing furnace, 
the heavens sprinkled with the golden dust from the sandals of 
their Maker will rejoice and sing with joy, angels will dip their 
snowy wings in the flashing light that floods the field of space, 
and the redeemed host coming from every nation, kindred and 
tongue, will strike their harps afresh, and attuning their mighty 
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chorus to the son^ of triumph, they will shout the dirge of the 
dethroned usurper and proclaim the jubilee of a rescued world, 
^f * * 3fr * * * Lg|. \\x£k^ dash the prison walls of this 
earthly tabernacle in a thousand pieces, scatter the dust to the 
four winds of heaven, and ride as a conqueror over the crumb- 
ling ashes of his wreck; if the jewel within has been kept by 
the power of God from the bloody touch of sin, it will rise 
heavenward on the golden stairway of light, singing the glory 
of its Keeper, while the throne stands, heaven endures and Je- 
hovah reigns. 



NOT NOW. 



I sit and wait to hear the jar 
Of opening gates beyond. 

Eager to catch the sound afar 

Which snaps each earthly bond. 

I ask myself, What veil is this? 

night! whence comest thou? 
Will darkness yield to prayer's kiss? 

Hark the response, not now! 

I vainly beat my prison bars, 

And look aloft to find 
The cold indiflerence of the stars 

Mock the inquiring mind; 
Heaven is dumb, and silence reigns. 

1 long to know, but how? 

Since ev'ry whisp'ring tongue retains 
The dreaded notes, not now. 

The hills are mute with mystery, — 
The rivers' dashing foam, — 

The ocean's song of liberty. 
Are muffled strains of home! 
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Yet, when I ask the dreaded why. 
Clouds veil each anxious brow, 

And Nature dooms my hopes to die, 
And answering writes, not now. 

I clasp the Book of God and read 

My title to a home, 
When from this darken'd glass I'm freed 

And sight has fully come. 
Oh, let me know hut this alone, 

And trust my all to Him, 
Since this for darkness will atone. 

And glimpses faint and dim. 

Though God in nature may be dumb, 

Yet nature's God 1 see, 
When Faith computes the mighty sum. 

And blood avails for me! 
I trust Him, yea, I trust Him now. 

Though clouds around me roll, — 
Beneath thy gracious truth, art thou! 

The sunshine of the soul! 



THE LAST OF THE MODOCS. 

The remnant of the Modoc tribe of Indians were removed 
from Oregon to the Indian Territory. In answer to an inquiry 
whether they were satisfied. Bogus Charley, a chief, said: "No, 
we not like it; too many die. We come here one hunner fifty- 
five; we only one hunner now." All over there," and he pointed 
to a burial place on the adjacent hillside. When asked whether 
he would like to go back, he said sadly: "Yes, I like to go 
back; my sister there; my friends there." 
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Gone! gone! from the sparkling rivers, gone, 
And the sea green pines of Oregon; 
Where the flying wolf and the dappled deer 
Awake to life at the hunter's cheer. 
When the frosty leaves look brown and sere, 
In the gray dawn. 

Away, toward a burning southern sky. 
Away to the scorching sands to die, — 
Like the green oak, when thunder riven, 
Shatter'd and torn by bolt of heaven. 
These bleeding hearts, like cattle driven. 
Unheeded cry! 

The green mounds where the fathers sleep. 
Now fade in the mists of the forest deep, — 
The glistening tears of the quiet dell, — 
And the sleepless eye of the wild gazelle, 
Weave Nature's sad and mute farewell. 
To eyes that weep! 

The bold Saxon, white of speech and skin, 
Ready to bargain, sell, cheat and win, 
Steep'd now in blood to the beard and lip. 
Cannot allow this moment to slip. 
But uses the old argument, the whip, 
The tongue of sin! 

Tired of Congo and Mozambique, 
The slaves of old Serfdom, black and sleek; 
The pale-face shakes his dubious head, 
And vulture like, he waits for the red. 
Driving the living, despoiling the dead! 
No one to speak! 
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Hush the shrill cry in the dreary wood! 
It is only the wiiil of our brotherhood; 
The tongue of the papoose never can chill 
The frozen blood in the channels of ill. 
The weaker must bow to the stronger still, 
'Tis for their good. 

O, race of the tyrant! lift into sight 
Thy soul, like thy face, unspotted and white, 
And the dusky wings of the setting sun 
Shall shadow no more the crimes thou hast done. 
Nor blush at the trophies thy valor hath won. 
Shrouded with blight. 

Gone! gone! in tears to the sands of the plain, 
Hope ne'er builds its temples again; — 
The swarthy ranks are bleeding and torn, 
From the nursling babe, to the stalwart first-born, 
They're scatter'd in death, 'neath the rustling coni, 
Under the rain! 

Homeward the swallows flit in the spring. 
Kissing the north wind with gladsome wing; 
Away o'er the mountains, sheeted with snow, 
Away, where the rivers laugh m their flow. 
Ah! thither the thoughts wander and go. 
Where the birds sing! 

O, wilderness! how dreary and lone! 
'Tis a land of strangers with pillow of stone; 
But though we mourn in a distant land, — 
Like shatter'd wrecks on a dismal strand, 
We nan reach forth each withered hand, 
Up to the throne! 
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O, white man! proud of thy craft and gold, 
Be just to thy brother, stately and bold; 
Or the bee will bear in its silver hum, 
As it wheels in its flight, to go or come. 
The sighs of the groaning, bleeding, dumb! 
To heaven's fold! 

Then God will hear from the lurid air, 
The whirring winds as they cry in prayer; 
And the shrouded light of mnocence, 
Shall rend the vail of its long suspense, 
And rest its plea with Omnipotence, 
Triumphing there! 



^il^^AITH IN Christianity is stimulated by a sense of right 
^ and protection, and the converse is equally true. 
Authority must be so worn as not to chafe the neck of 
piety. Moses, though inhaling the electric fires of God on 
Sinai, communes with the people! Christ speaking with Moses 
and Elias on Mount Tabor, turns tenderly to the Apostles. The 
crucifixion itself blends divinity with humanity, justice with 
mercy, and power with sutfering. Heaven and earth are bound 
together by the blended rainbow of promise. 



TRIBUTE TO ELDER A. WILEY. 

Within thy courts, O Death, we stand, 

And hear thee knocking at the door 
Of one whose trembling, pulseless hand 

Flings thy black keys upon the floor; 
Exultant where thy shadows fell, 

Thy gates fly open at his call. 
And ev'ry fetter forged in hell 

Lies broken in thy boasted hall. 
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Like as a bird from fowler's snare. 

He flings his gauntlet from the skies, 
PoisM on thy shiverM spear, to dare 

Thy armorVl knights to sacrifice; 
He holds thy c|uiver in his hand. 

Where sunless noon forever reigns. 
And walks a king in that bright land, 

To wave his scepter o'er thy pains. 

Led by thy Master to the brink 

Of waters freezing with thy breath. 
He hesitated, feared to drink 

Thy bitter draught of sin, O, Death! 
But He who quelled the rising wave 

Placed His pierc'd foot upon thy neck, 
And all thy minions found a grave 

Within thy prison's shatter'd wreck. 

Thine iron leaves of terror flung 

Their secrets open as he passed. 
And triumph gave his soul a tongue 

To sing his rescue at the last! 
Back from the mystic, unseen shore. 

He waves his signal through the gloom, 
No doubt can e'er disturb him more, 

He finds the Kock l)urst through the tomb! 

In silent awe we lay him down, 

Weary with toilsome labor done; 
He gives up weakness for a crown, — 

Why should we mourn a battle won? 
Young in years, l)ut ripe in worth, 

God saw his fitness for the skies; 
His touch gave an immortal birth, 

And crown'd his rapture with surprise. 
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Now let the budding springtime wake 

The melodies of wood and glen, 
And forest flowers and song birds break 

The dreamless sleep of holy men. 
Here with our roses, stain 'd with tears, 

We come to clothe this naked grave, 
And knit our faith with coming years. 

When we shall meet the Christ that gave. 




)BSTAIN FROM that about which the soul expresses a 
doubt, and we gird ourselves with power from on high. 
Yield to habits and customs doubtful in their tenden- 
cies, and we invite the Delilah of seductive diplomacy to clip 
our locks of power and hand us over to our enemies, that our 
eyes may be put out, and we may be made to serve the pur- 
poses of Satan. 



JESUS MAKETH THEE WHOLE, 

Oh, these rags of a beggar, 

Flaunting the shame of my fate; 
Oh, the sadness of waiting 

Beside the beautifni gate! 
But the sport of the highway. 

This house with its trembling soul, 
Hears stealing through its windows, 

* 'Jesus maketh thee whole." 

Tears are kisses of glory; 

These rags are fashioned like gold, 
When the smile of Christ's pity 

The joys of heaven unfold. 
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We would go to the desert, 

Or singing from pole to pole, 

To hear the voice of healing, 
''Jesus maketh Ihee whole." 

Sorrow will sweeten mercy. 

Fresh from the warm heart of love, 
Pain will cast in its furrows 

The hopes that are born above! 
What if the garnishM temple 

Will mock these waves as they roll. 
We'll wait to hear tiie whisper, 

^'Jesus maketh thee whole/' 

Soon the poor, waiting beggar 

No more will lie at the gate, 
Rags will flutter with angels, 

Kissing their wings as they wait! 
Then the Father of Mercy 

Will swing the gates of the goal, 
Throbbing with the sweet healing, 

''Jesus maketh thee whole." 



SIDE FROM the declarative utterances of the Scrip- 
•lir tures, sustaining belief in a future state, the atonement 
S^--» itself speaks with mighty power. Would Christ die in 
horrible agonies for a known deception? Would he palm off a 
falsehood written in his own blood? The bare thought of such 
a high-priced imposture suggests its own refutation. If there 
be no future life Christ died in vain, and God himself would 
be convicted of the greatest blunder of history. The cross and 
eternity kiss each other; for either one without the other would 
be the dismal mistake of blind and hopeless chance. 
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TO-MORROW. 

Ob! take no thought for the morrow. 

Thou child of sorrowing heart, 
The leaden skies which you borrow 

No rain or sunshine impart. 
The wings of the morning will fold 

In the mists of dawning hours — 
To burnish their feathers of gold. 

Or flutter in drizzling showers. 

The breezes that fan thy anguish 

Will ne'er grow less at thy care. 
For deserts brighten to languish 

In baseless visions of prayer! 
The dashing waves of thy sorrow 

Will not give back at thy word, 
Nor will the gates of the morrow 

Respond to the knock they have heard. 

To-day has need of thy gladness, 

The clouds that lurk in thy skies, 
If rimm'd with phantoms of sadness, 

Will hide the light from your eyes; 
Thy hands will weaken whenever 

They seek to grasp the unknown. 
The true heart cannot dissever 

The life from the crown and the throne. 

The birds rejoice in the morning, 

And sing with the blush of gold. 
Light is their beacon of warning. 

And duty the sceptre they hold; 
No dark and vain foreboding 

E'er blackens their yesterday; 
Their future is never corroding 

With the haunting fears of to-day. 
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'Tis left for men in their reason, 

To doubt the Giver of good. 
And sing of fruits in their season. 

Like children starving for food. 
Oh shame, on the blighting sorrow. 

Casting its shadows before. 
Until the leaves of the morrow 

Are withered, to freshen no more! 

Oh! shall the present be slighted 

Beneath the shadows to come; 
The fears of the morrow righted 

While Hope lies helpless and dumb? 
No! God will be only heeding 

That form of anxious prayer 
Which mingles work with its pleading, 

Finding part of its answer there. 

While birds ai'e joyously singing. 

And sky is sunny and clear, 
Shall these voices cease their ringing, 

Drow n'd in the depths of a tear? 
Oh, rather take the task given. 

And press to the smiles of the goal. 
Which Hash in the sunlight of heaven 

To cheer the home of the soul! 




^ ANY A YOUNG MAN, not out of his teens, is not 
^jnlfi f away from home at school one year till he has made 
the astounding discovery that there is no God. A 
little of the classics, and a pinch of science, have knocked reve- 
lation into oblivion. He is not a soft, jelly-fish, moluscan 
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booby, but a veritable vertebrate. He thinks for himself! He 
imagines the Apostle Paul would sit at his feet if he had been 
so fortunate as to live in this age. He thinks it a great pity, 
and a positive loss to humanity, that a man of Paul's energy 
was not better informed! 



TO MY MOTHER. 

Oh, mother! can this heart forget thy care? 

When first my infant eye* beheld thy face. 
How thou didst consecrate my life in prayer, 

And launch'd my soul upon the sea of grace. 
How oft, unconscious of thy troubled heart, 

I gave thee pain by my rude childish glee. 
And blindly laughed to see the tear drops start 

And cloud the face which gave sunshine to me! 

The years have come and gone in stern array. 

Manhood has crowned my childish joys and fears. 
These chestnut locks are whitening into gray, 

And life has taught me what is meant by tears. 
Now I shall know much better how to look 

Upon the tender thoughts my mother gave, — 
Sealed by the clasp of an eternal book. 

Like autumn leaves, they rustle round her grave! 

Her dark, brown eyes no more look into mine. 

No more I hear her trilling lullaby, 
Which fiU'd my heart with music, all divine — 

Like whispers murmured by the restless sea. 
Then, like the mariner when rock'd to rest, 

I sank to slumber on my mother's arm, 
While to her heart her dreaming child she pressed. 

And fear'd to stir, lest waking would alarm. 
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Oh, mother! can the awful truth be true, 

That thou art sleeping now beneath the sod, 
Where flowers weep their pearly tears of dew, 

And mourn the precious dust so dear to God? 
Yes! birds shall warl)le now their songs to thee, 

Like thou, sweet charmer, singing to thy child, 
When sleeping softly on a mother's knee. 

He shar'd the joys which from thy features smiPd. 

Shall I not soon behold my mother's face^ 

Homesick and weary, here afar I wait — 
O longing heart! be still and know thy place, 

'Tis work, not rest, outside the golden gate. 
Soon clouds will flit no more across thy sky, 

Nor dim the vision of my bright'ning soul. 
Eternal day will light my mother's eye, 

Whene'er she sees her child approach the goal! 



^Tg^HE EARTH is again clad in the habiliments of resurrec- 
^ ^- tion. The air is resonant with new voices. The fields 
^ sparkle with the hues of the emerald. The singing 
birds are opening the latch of summer. The swallow and the 
robin are returning from their southern tour. Flitting through 
the budding trees, or singing beneath the eaves of our roofs, 
they are spending the livelong day in preparing their summer 
residences. With the joyous morning dawn of glory all must 
be new. The old, decaying nests — fraught w ith the most ten- 
der associations — will not answer their present purpose. Every 
stick of timber in their tiny dwellings must be thoroughly in- 
spected. Every tuft of grass or bit of hair or wool which is to 
warm the coming brood must pass the scrutiny of the par- 
ents' eye. Everything is done as though the work of a month 
was to instruct eternity, and the frail castle of a day to last 
forever. No provision is ma'de for laggards, and no excuse for 
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imperfect work. If they do not work they shall not eat. The 
earth is full of plenty, but food must be gathered. The wing that 
will not bring its muscles into play will soon be featherless and 
palsied. The very lustre of the beautiful songsters is depend- 
ent on the food which their own energy secures. If their bril- 
liant plumage would reflect the light of the sun and dazzle the 
bewildered eye of the rapturous beholder, they must work. 
They work too in the morning of life. As soon as their young 
and delicate bodies are covered, they stretch their wings and 
face the sunshine and the storm. They do not — like wiser be- 
ings — pass their years of strength in listless somnolence, and 
in the darkening shadows of the evening protrude their aged 
heads from underneath a convenient wing to chirp a death 
song of contrition and penitence over a misspent and wasted 
life! 

Spring teaches us the great lesson of beauty as well as 
work. The dead trees assume life again. The leafless branches 
are covered with bursting buds. Gorgeous robes are being 
woven in the loom of nature. The trees are festooned with 
glory. The warbling lark darts into the mellowing azure, 
warmed by the life-pulse of new discoveries. 

The lambs skip and play on the verdant hillsides, and the 
gushing fountains dance and sing in the dawn of a new crea- 
tion. Withered and decaying, the old life is cast off*, that the 
earth may assume the new. The fading garments of age are 
exchanged for the fairer colors of youth. The clouds of night 
are scattered by the rising sun. The flashing chariot of Hope, 
with its captive foes at its wheels, goes gloriously on. Death 
is swallowed up of life; the smoke of battle is cleared away by 
the shouts of victory, and spring-time smiles on the dissolving 
empire of winter. Glory to the great Father! These rags of 
death will soon be exchanged for fairer garments. Tears will 
turn to diamonds and graves to thrones. The withered 
branches of our sickly love will bud and bloom with renewed 
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vigor. The verdureless trees of earth will clap their bands be- 
side the river of life. Yet the blooming glory of eternity — 
like the new beauties of the spring time — is but the fuller man- 
ifestation of a life hidden within. The leafless branch is not 
dead, the hidden sun is not annihilated, and the flowerless bosom 
of the earth has not lost its heart. 

No, these hidden forces are but waiting for the sunshine. 
When warmth is poured down from heaven they will leap with 
joy; but the heat that paints the rose also revivifies the poison- 
ous plant. The influences that ripen our food restore the adder 
from its torpidity. So the warm, outgushing springtime of 
God's love but embitters many lives with the poison of hate 
and rebellion, and instead of producing flowers to cheer, and 
food to feed the famishing world, they mature nothing but the 
vines af enmity and disdain. Oh, that we might place our 
ear to the heart of mother earth and listen to the throbbing life- 
pulse and learn the passing and important lessons borne on the 
breezes and lurking in the sunbeams thrown into the verdant 
lap of spring! 

THE FEAST OF DEATH. 

A king to-day! to-morrow dead! 
A pulseless hand and crowned head — 
O Fortune! God of royal blood, 
Is this the field swept by thy flood? 
To dust! to dust! the purpled king 
Sinks with the beggar'd rags we bring, 
The glittering gold, the canker'd rust, 
Mingle at last in native dust! 

O'er Babylon the rays of light 
Had faded 'neath the wings of night. 
The kind'ling stars, like angel eyes, 
PeepM from the curtains of the skies. 
And o'er the gold of tower'd hall, 
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The shimmering stream or massive wall, 
The moon, with lambent beam of flame, 
Wrote the weird beauty of her name. 
The gardens swung like terraced hills. 
The flowers dipp'd the murm'ring rills, 
The gates of brass, with stern array. 
Like mighty watchmen guard the way. 
Within the palace, Chaldee's pride, 
Her youth, her sages, side by side, 
Gathered like pearls from ocean wave. 
To deck a crown, or light a grave. 
The worthless cast, the sparkling kept. 
No more to burn where sea-weeds slept. 
But scorning now the gloom of night. 
Flash round the king with dazzling light. 
Beauty is there, and lust, and wine, 
A damning trinity, to shine 
Across the tyrant's path of gloom. 
And wake the terrors of the tomb. — 
High over head the music roU'd, 
And rung through vaults of fretted gold. 
And marble floor, and silver bell, 
Ee-echoed every note that fell. 
The massive sculpture of the walls. 
Adorning corridors and halls. 
Stood out in quiv'ring life-like form. 
Like chisei'd sentinels of storm. 
The artist's dream, by life awoke. 
Breathing beneath his magic stroke, 
Gleam'd and flash'd before the gaze. 
Like canvas touch'd by golden blaze; 
The tankards clank'd a solemn knell. 
Like Dante's wailing dirge of hell, 
And round the sparkling lip of wit 
There curl'd the visions of the pit! 
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The king with wild delirium brings 
The stolen wealth of fonmer kings, 
And pours his wine and quatfs his toast, 
With leering grin and drunken boast. 
What cares the king for God or man? 
A scepter'd fool! without a plan! 
A royal slave! with scorpion sting, 
Hidden beneath the name of king! 
His courtiers fawn before his nod. 
Glad to defile the name of God, 
They lick his hands like whining hounds, 
And bay his name in mutter'd sounds. 
While mingling notes of revelry 
Sweep through the court in waves of glee. 
A sudden flash across the wall 
Strikes every heart with stunning pall; 
Benumbed with awe, and blind with fear, 
The king beholds a hand appear, 
Holding a pen which God hath given. 
To write the invited wrath of heaven! 
The music rolls no more on high. 
No cornet blast, or festal cry, — 
No dancers' feet now trip the floor. 
Nor jest is heard from door to door. 
A thousand nobles! where are they? 
Dumb! like statues formed of clay! 
God writes, and shiv'ring 'neath his pen 
Like aspen leaves, are armor'd men! 
Where now the king of brazen mold? 
Where now his boasts so often told? 
Hark! let the silent, pulseless air 
Give back the fruitless answer, Where? 
'•Bring forth the honorM seer of God, 
Though Chaldee feel the scourge and rod;" 
This, this, the startled wail of prayer, 
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Which bursts upon the midnight air. 
He comes with kingly, stately tread. 
He asks not gold, he begs not bread. 
But with a brow serene and grave, 
Shames King and harlot, serf and slave! 
He lifts a Prophet's fiery eye 
To read the verdict found on high. 
And then, amid the trembling awe. 
He breathes out God's insulted law. 
The kingdom rent, the balance hung, 
In which the monarch's pomp is swung. 
His crown and scepter now shall be 
Too light to pass God's scrutiny. 
But fiery bolts shall light the doom 
Now closing o'er the bloody tomb. 
And all the splendor of that night 
Kindles the torch of Pain and Fright. 
Ah! let the prophet's words foretell 
How near the crown to death and hell! 
How better far, the rags of Worth 
Than all the accidents of birth! 



fOU HAVE SEEN a little urchin, ragged, dirty and un- 
prepossessing, playing about a mean hovel which he 
calls "home." To add to the earthy degradation some 
mishap in play turns his childish gambols to a cry of distress. 
Immediately a woman emerges from the miserable cabin, and 
with soothing tones of womanly tenderness comforts the crying 
child, imprinting a kiss of real affection on the dirty, sun- 
browned face. Instinctively you say to yourself, that no one 
but the mother could kiss such a child in that way. So, when 
all the world would repel us from its arms with tokens of dis- 
gust, the tender words of Christ come stealing through our un- 

5 
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prepossessing ai)j>ejirances, until histcMulor, soothiiijrtonesawaken 
the sleeping affections of our souls, and through our tears and 
anguish we behold the dear face of our hest Friend! Like a 
tender mother, he remains devoted to us when all the world is 
dark. 



THE FRUITLESS FKi TREE. 

Behold the tree by the highway. 

With its plume of fruitless green, 
Glory reclines in its shadow. 

And beauty reignn as a queen! 
Weary and worn with his journey, 

The Master, in eager pursuit, 
Plucks leaves from the liarren branches, 

Which ought to be laden with fruit. 

Not beauty or gold could rescue 

The fruitless tree from the curse, — 
The garb and tinsel may cover 

The taint of the grave or the hearse; 
But a sleepless eye is upholding. 

And the heart of humanity grieves. 
When the flushM hand of our bounty 

Is withered like fruitless leaves. 

The world is starving and hungry. 

And food is more rare than show; 
Bold shafts of marble and granite 

May rise 'midst squalor and woe; 
But who deals ])read to the needy 

Is friend of the man and brute. 
For Christ will blast the leaves only, 

And si)are the well-ripened fruit. 
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The plush, the velvet and crimson 

May draw the lightnings of wrath, 
And leave the wreck of profession 

To blight the scar of its path! 
But close to the heart of Jesus 

The fruit of the Spirit will bloom, 
Where, shaken by every life-throb, 

'Twill fall in the lap of the tomb! 

Do we give the cup of cold water? 

To moisten the lips of the faint, 
Unwilling to hear their kind blessing. 

Or assume the name of a saint; 
The Judge beholdeth from heaven. 

And his swift fan purgeth the iioor. 
This wheat shall surely be garner'd. 

For the Master stands at the door! 

From field, or pillow or workshop. 

The fruit of the heart may appear. 
Now tinted with dazzling sunlight. 

Now kissed with the pearl of a tear. 
Sometimes the clouds overshadow, 

Sometimes we see the clear sky. 
Whatever will ripen the harvest 

Will please the Husbandman's eye. 

The fruit doth gather the sunshine 

To sweeten the bitter core, 
And the light that dazzles the sinner 

Prepares the Christian for more; 
The pain of sorrow unfoldeth 

The mantle which misery weaves. 
Since woven in life's dark colors 

Are the shadows of needful leaves. 
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But who will come to the Master, 

With only leaven at the last, 
Inviting the curse of His justice, 

With the withered deeds of the past! 
Now the curs'd tree of the highway 

Stands out to guide our [)rayer. 
Then, dead, and leafless, and shiver'd, 

'Twill mark the wail of despair! 



NDEED, the destruction of the Christian Sabbath is one of 
the surest in<iications of the vilest immorality. France 
'^ to-day, with its infidelity, communism, general debauch- 
ery, theatres, gambling halls and places of business in full blast 
on God's holy day, is a standmg, living confirmation of the sad 
truth. Rationalism, blasphemy and drunkenness are the pois- 
onous flowers, having their roots in the pestilential putrefac- 
tion of this sink of death. No nation can long maintain the 
ascendency of religion; no, not even the semblance of a pure 
outward morality, which will persistently disregard the obliga- 
tions of the Sabbath. 

This verdict of history should not be allowed to pass un- 
noticed. Insidiously, but nevertheless surely, a spirit of Sab- 
bath desecration is creeping into our larger cities, through the 
foreign element of society, and the flood of beer, communism, 
and blasphemy, now deluging our land, will ere long produce 
its harvest of blood. And not blood alone. The very worst 
phases of German and French rationalism are being planted 
with the dagger.Tj of communism, and watered wMth beer. Our 
children will be poisoned with these noxious effluvia after we 
sleep in our graves. The very best institutions of the govern- 
ment will be attacked, and perchance uprooted, by the pikes 
and bludgeons of surging, angry mobs. 
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Liberty, the watchword of the century, will degenerate 
into the lawless right to gorge the popular man with innocent 
blood, to gain advantages and privileges never granted by a 
good government, nor sanctioned by the authority of God. 
Like the cry, "crucify him," the haters of Christianity will 
seek to popularize crime, and they will make opposition to the 
marriage relation,, the Christian Sabbath and equal government 
the price of fealty in the strange and bloody temple of the new 
faith. 



SINAI. 

Majestic mountain! from the plain 

We look to thee, thence up to God, 
For when thy flinty tables reign, 

We see the throne, and feel the rod; 
Thy rugged crags to heaven lift 

The prophet in their stern embrace, 
Where clouds in vapory shadows drift. 

And hide the brightness of his face. 

Held by the blazing mount, in check, 

We cannot near the towering height. 
Though breaking hearts, in sinful wreck. 

Lie scatter'd 'neath the flashing light. 
In awful grandeur, God comes down, 

With lightnings flashing round his form. 
While thundering echoes place his crown, 

Upon the monument of storm. 

There its bright gems of truth portray 
The power of God and sins of men. 

No changes waste with foul decay 
The records of that heavenly pen; 
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But trembling 'neath the law, we wait 
To hear our dreaded sentenee hurled 

'Mid crashing thunderbolts which grate 
Upon a troubled, dying world. 

Hark! to another mount we turn. 

In answer to our Father's call; 
What though old Sinai flash and burn, 

It cannot change the heart of gall. 
O, Calvary! now bathed in blood, 

Thou art the refuge of the soul, 
WrappM in thy tearful, crimson flood, 

We find at last, our cheering goal. 



4^ ACK OF MORALS often results from lack of bread. 
.[|pr4 Hunger is one of the devil's avenues to the human 
fTf^) heart. Tracts and Bibles even may be sheer mockery of 
true charity. A man with his children starving is in no mood 
to hear a sentimental homily on religion. A loaf of bread or a 
veal cutlet would in that case supersede the printing press. 
We should also remember that exposure to great danger always 
presents a great opportunity; that seeing the weaker side of 
human nature is God's mandate to help it. 

The great (Chicago tire made the world kin. and fused the 
sympathies and moneys of all climes in the hot crucible in which 
were melted her homes and magnificent temples! The dying 
Garfield, with life slowly ebbing away, became the National 
magnet, attracting the prayers and affections of all classes, un- 
til his bedside — like the Jerusalem of ancient Israel — concen- 
tered the tearful sight of kings, sages and captives! The yel- 
low fever in the south obliterated the line of hate and war, 
transforming modest maidens in northern homes into angels of 
pity, with healing in their touch and salvation on their lips! 
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We can never forget these golden links in the brotherhood 
of man, so wondrously welded in the fires of a common ca- 
lamity. They ought to teach us that there is always an under 
current somewhere in human hearts, which, like the gulf stream 
is always warm, and which some mighty convulsion or storm 
will bring to universal notice by kissing the haunts of misery 
and breathing the breath of summer on the dying flowers of 
the smitten heart. 



THE CHRISTMAS GIFT. 

Cold waves of storm are heard without, 

As rustling through the leafless trees, 
They rush like armies in the rout — 

Or heedless billows of the seas — 
Like angels winged with Arctic snow 

They flutter on the crystal pane, 
Where, dying with the stunning blow. 

They mark their graves among the slain. 

But through the roar of storm we hear 

A gentle voice which speaks within. 
Warming the pulse of every year, 

Life-like throbs from the pangs of sin. 
'Tis Christmas morn — and from the sky, 

Where hung the blessed star of light. 
There comes to every wistful eye 

The smile that makes our darkness bright. 

The Lily of the Valley grows 

Amid the weeds of earthly taint, 
Nourish'd amongst eternal snows, 

Worshipp'd, ador\l by ev'ry saint; 
Though frozen by the chill embrace 

Of serpents coiling round its roots, 
It spreads white hands l)oforc its face, 

And yields to enemies its fruits! 
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The Rose of Sharon, pressed and dead, 

Exhales its fragrance through the years. 
Though tender hands ne'er touelied its bed. 

Nor held its leaves, all wet with teal's. 
Still through its stern and stormy life, 

It covers o'er the rocks of death, 
Hiding the gaping wounds of strife 

With healing, like the summer's breath! 



^'j-)' 



The fir-tree and the myrtle bloom 
Above the ashes of the grave, 
Since flowers nourished by the tomb 

Are sweetest to the heart that gave. 
So storms may sweep this mountain height, 

And chill these distant barren lands. 
Yet clouds will vanish into light. 

And all the trees will clap their hands. 

Old earth, with heaving breast of snow. 

Is yet a home for the God man 
Whose temples, pillow'don our woe, 

Throb with the life of heaven's plan. 
Here, like the leafless trees, we stand. 

Bending before the rushing gale, 
Our lives protected by a hand 

That holds unseen the rended veil! 



tow OFTEN the busy worker grows tired. Weariness 
settles down upon us like a starless night, chilled by 
— - adverse winds and bufleted by unforseen trials; tried 
and tempted, we long for that rest which remaineth for the peo- 
ple of God, where the wicked cease from troubling and the 
weary are at rest. The brain reels, the heart faints, and the 
silent quickstep of our throbbing pulses seems too slow in the 
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awfnl march of destiny. Our words misunderstood or fasified, 
our motives impugned, our very thoughts sometimes inveigled 
in a net-work of wrong suspicions, our sacrifices hooted as the 
outgrowth of selfishness, we are like weary children when the 
shadows of night curtain the earth — longing for the angel of 
sleep to touch our eyelids and say. Sleep on now. 



SWEET HOME. 

Oh, thou sacred home of childhood, 
Dimly seen through dreary years. 

Yet I love thy budding wildwood 
And thy flowers hid by tears. 

Friends forsake me, still I cherish 

Ever fondly in my breast; 
Halcyon echoes which can't perish — 

Dearest home! forever blest! 

Who can weep like a dear mother 

And relieve the aching brow? 
Who has love like a kind brother? 

Tell me wandering orphan now. 

Wealth and luxury may greet you 

While through this dark world you roam, 

Happiness and pleasure meet you, 
Yet the soul of life is home! 

Now I say farewell, in sadness. 

To the tinted landscape where 
Bounding feet with youtf ul gladness 

Sought the flowers sweet and rare. 
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Prisoned heart! we look above ii8 
To the glowing home of peace; 

There the angels stay who love ns. 
There oiu wanderings ^hall cease. 

Speak it softly! that is heaven, 

Child of sorrow, thou art come — 

By earth's clashing billows driven. 
Find thy weary spirit's home. 

No farewell is ever spoken, 

Parting sighs are never heard; 

No true hearts are sad and broken 

By the thoughts which absence stirr'd. 

AU is peace and endless pleasure, 
Broken harps are never found 

In this home of fadeless treasure; 

Homeless pilgrim! homeward bound! 



J TOMS ARE NOT to be despised. The gigantic is but 
the result of intinitesimal accretion. The vast, swelling 
— • ocean is but an enlarged rain drop. The coral reefs, 
which are formidable enough to wreck the navies of the world, 
are formed by a very small insect. The rich carpet of green 
beneath our feet is woven by the silent spindles of sunlight, as 
they silently interlace the myriad threads of the growing grass. 
The beautiful and grateful shade of the stately tree in midsum- 
mer is stitched together by thousands of overlapping leaves. 
The army of the silent stars, marching across the heavens, pro- 
duces the majestic glory of the terrestrial parade. A single 
star in the blackness of th(^ night would be the lonely and deso- 
late vigil of sa[)le gloom. God has ordained the law of associ- 
ation as the law of power, as well as beauty. 
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REST. 

O! thou restless sea! 
Boastful, mighty, and yet not free, 

Thy raurm'ring voice along the beach 
Sings of rest thou en nst not reach; 
Weeds drift on ov'rv foaming wave, 

And inky patches dim the tide; 
The mire steeps its shifting grave 
Within thy murky folds of pride; 
Here, O dear Christ, we see 

The heart within each breast; 
And hear, ''Come unto me 
And 1 will give you rest." 

We see along the shore 
The anchor'd vessels of the blessed yore; 
We hear the dipping oars beyond, 
And vainly strive to burst each bond; 
Clouds dash before our longing eyes, — 
Helpless, wretched, blind, we stand, 
We cannot pierce the mists that rise 
To cloud that glorious far-off land; 
But still our hearts can be 

Calm in their eager quest; 
And hear, ''Come unto me 
And I will give you rest." 

Soon every shadow gone. 
We'll list for creaking gates of dawn; 
Weary and worn with dismal strife. 
We'll lay our arms at door of Life, 
Then our eyes, with their weeping, red, 
Will catch the light of another sky; 
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The clouds that hide the dying bed 
Will rift at glance of Jcfc^us' eye! 
Oh, hopeful soul and free, 

Canst thon not hear, though [)ressM, 
The words, '^Come unto nie 
And I will give you rest.'' 



Rest for the weary soul! 
Rest where the throbbing billows roll! 
Rest like the bird on outstretch'd wing 
Kiss'd by the smiles of opening spring; 
We feel the touch of passing blast, 

And hear the voice of raging sea. 
Only to feel that pain will last 

As long as Christ will have it be. 
Then with the saved and blest 

We'll hear, *'Come unto me 
And 1 will give you rest/' 
And heeding will be free. 



O Christ! how dark the night; 
The stars emit but feeble light, 

But still the sun, with golden blaze, 
Scatters the gloom with silent praise; 
The voice of doubting, bleeding hearts 

Thrills the cold storm with anxious prayer, 
And quivering cloud breaks and parts, 
That we may see our Master's care. 
Why wait for death to free? 

When Christ's own sweet request 
Throbs out, ^^Come unto me 
And I will give you i^est!" 
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^|^<'HE LIVING present is the chariot of tire iu all history! 
^ ^^ It sweeps with increasing splendor across the faint 
^ land-marks of former experiences. The wail of the 
drowning Egyptians became the keynote of Israel's song of 
triumph. At the command of Jehovah, men march across the 
beaten paths of the centuries. The new world, enveloped in 
the mists of ignorance, lies in plain view to the vision of 
Columbus. Science marches forth a giant, with the scepter of 
a king, where once it was but the servile lackey of the pam- 
pered priests. The mistakes of to-day may become the step- 
ping stones to a throne to-morrow. 

THE WORLD'S HOPE. 

Resting in the arms of Jesus, 

Arms of everlasting might. 
There the blood completely frees us, 

And we walk with him in light: 
He who wore the crown of sorrow 

Treads the thorny path of pain. 
And the clouds which veil the morrow 

Melt in tears of cheerful rain. 

Here the nails, the cross, the dying. 

Hide the sun from mortal gaze. 
But beyond the pain and crying. 

Flash the light of endless days! 
Through the darkness clouds are rifting; 

And our souls exult to see 
Shadows from our pathway lifting. 

In the near eternity! 

Cruel mockings here may darken 

All the windows of Jhc soul. 
But within, our hearts will hearken 

To a voice which makes us whole; 
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Christ has touched the night of weeping, 
And though sun and stars go down, 

He has given to our keeping 

Brighter light and l)righter crown. 

Why not lift the veil of sadness? 

Weary heart so tired of life, 
Plume thy faith with hope and gladness, 

Christ can sweeten all thy strife; 
God can sow thy barren fallow 

With the precious seed of love, 
And from soil that's poor and shallow. 

Fill the granaries above! 



^. ^*0 MAN TESTING God's method will remain a sceptic. 
kSkeptics are made by pursuing false roads to a given 
^ ^^ object. On the subject of true, heart-felt religion no 
man's observations are worthy of notice or credence who has 
failed to test God's method. If standing on the broad rock of 
God's eternal law, he has the audacity to trample into dust the 
mighty promise at his feet, his scream of alarm might frighten 
the uneasy sea birds that hover over his towering perch, but 
until we hear such a cry we may rest securely in our faith 
while the dashing waves of rebellious unl)elief gnaw hopelessly 
at the adamantine foundation of the world's hope! 



DEATH OF E. II. THOMAS. 

The shadows steal around his dying bed, 
The golden plumage of the sun hath fled; 
But heaven's light illumes the pilgrim's room 
And gilds the pathway to the dreary tomb. 
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The patient partner of his toils and fears. 
Reveals her pent up grief in sighs and tears, 
While weeping children gather round the bed, 
Kind angels gently soothe the aching head. 

With faith undimm'd, he nears the rugged shore 
Where dying tempests cease their sullen roar, 
And boldly poising like an angel's flight. 
He cleaves the darkness to the fount of light. 

With steady hand he leans upon his God, 
And feels the staff, the scepter and the rod; 
While Calvary's crimson stream of blood 
Divides the waves of Jordan's turbid flood. 

Hark! from the darkness comes a thrilling cry, 
"Preach Jesus to a world that else must die; 
Lift up the cross, ye doubting ones, and see 
That Christ alone will give us victory." 

"Farewell," he said, and then his heart was still, - 
No throbl)ing pulse to say that he was ill. 
No hectic flush play'd o'er his bloodless cheek. 
No gasping breath to move his tongue to speak. 

Up to the throne, his ransom'd spirit flies 
And joins the dazzling armies of the skies. 
And to the king immortal renders praise. 
With harp attun'd to heaven's sweetest lays. 

Let heaven and earth attest the solemn trust 
Which lingers near this cold and lifeless dust. 
And may each heart resolve with heaven's light. 
To die contending for the Truth and Right. 
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§VW|w/r'nEN MEN SEE spiritual life in these outward ob- 
>vl'r^'^ servances, without a primal, internal outflow from 
^^^^^' the heart of Christ, it is as if they would attempt to 
pump the life-fluids into the dry and broken stalk of profession, 
or breathe life into a dead body. The soul that trusts in this 
mirage of the desert will find no bright oasis amid the burn- 
ing sands where the fainting heart may l>e girded for the toil- 
some journey. No verdant landscapes; no flashing cascades; no 
sweet-scented flowers; no fruited palms will ever grace the 
gloomy pathway ot this lonely traveler. Duty to him will be 
written across the fiery crest of Sinai and tremble in the crash- 
ing bolts of angered Deity. The gates of his prison never 
swing open and his chafing mana<*les were never melted with 
the voice of pardon. Hugging his fetters he looks through the 
grated bars of his dungeon and fears to step forth into the lib- 
erty of Christ lest the sunlight of (Jod should blind his eyes 
and destroy his love for his pallet of straw and the cobwebbed 
prison of his starving st)ul. Hunger makes him fretful and be- 
ligerent. War is in his eye. Starvation prepares for blood. 
The scanty sustenance of his crust leads him to the husks of 
conflict. He wields the theological dagger with the dexterity 
of an expert, and rejoices in the swuiging curves of his ecclesi- 
astical tomahawk. No wonder. He lacks the living bread 
which comes from heaven, and the pangs of his starvation find 
legitimate expression in his sanguinary deportment. 

A TRUE DREAM OF FIFTY YEARS. 

O, restless hearti wing back thy flight 

And count the milestones fleeting by, 
Which like the dying stars of night 

Fa(k' but to live and never die; 
Here, staiKling on this mountain peak, 

Crown'd with the diadem of years, 
I hear a myriad voices speak. 

The cloven tongues of hopes and fears. 
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A mother's sparkling, fond brown eyes 

Bend o'er the stranger with delight, 
While through her heart a glad surprise, 

Swept like a tempest kissed by light; 
O, mother! thou art sleeping now, 

1 must not wake thy slumbers here, 
An angeFs hand w^ill touch thy brow 

When Death's dark night shall disappear. 

O, years of childhood! sweet and pure, 
Untainted with the sting of shame. 

Why could not all thy hopes endured 
And bloom eternally the same; 

Ah, springtime! all thy flowers fade. 
And summer wilts thy beauty low, — 

Frost revels in the sunless shade — 
Death sleeps beneath a garb of snow. 

The morning dawns in mimic gold, 

The plowboy's song awakes the hills, 
The hunter's thrilling tale is told. 

And Nature's music swells and thrills. 
Like lightning, arteries of life 

Shoot swiftly through a heart of fire. 
Until the burnished glow of strife 

Reveals the prison of desire. 

Ambition rob^d in harmless garb 

Struck ev'ry impulse of the soul, 
Where quiv'ring on the burning barb. 

Their visions surg'd without control; — 
But, like the eagle pois'd in air, 

Thought leaves its feather'd nest to rise. 
Where hills and vales look wondrous fair. 

The carpet of the earth and skies. 
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So Fancy strung her golden harp, 

And pointed to the flashing goal, 
Which rose in vision clear and sharp. 

The refuge of the weary soul; 
Alas! what pangs of anguish came 

When Hope lay buried in the dust, 
The myrtle twin'd a hollow name, 

Bedeck'd with canker, mold and rust. 

O, manhood! day of dreaming past. 

Thy chains are hut the gild of fame. 
The soul awakes to find at last, 

That crowns of sin are jewePd shame. 
Then like a mother's whispered word. 

To sleeping child upon her breast, 
God's still small voice of peace is heard, 

And then the weary heart has rest! 

Rest for the soul, () Christ! in thee, 

Here by the manger and the cross. 
My death reveals Thy life to me, 

And buys my glory with Thy loss. 
Captivity has now been led 

Beside thy chariot wheels on high, 
Life throbs amid the sleeping dead. 

And thrones appear to ev'ry eye. 

Here life begins — the past is dead, • 

Dead in the tomb of pulseless years, 
Hush'd be the spirit, cold and Hed, 

Veiled in the mists of falling tears; 
Henceforth the dawn of heaven breaks. 

And music peals from every tongue, 
O, tuneful melody that makes 

The soul's bright guests forever young. 
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Now broken hearts are lifted up, 

Now roses planted in the way, 
Now lips that drain'd dark soitow's cup 

Are taught to sing the night away; 
O, blessed life! these years how sweet. 

Good Father! touch their harps of gold, 
And may their music rise to greet 

The hopes now shelter'd in Thy fold. 

With face uplifted toward the light 

Which sifting through the clouds, comes down, 
I watch the shadows in their flight 

Until the morning wears its crown; 
The sun descends and night is near, 

But darkness brings the stars to view, 
Ah! sleep will make the vision clear 

When God's sweet kiss makes all things new. 

Welcome! ye dark untrodden years. 

If my dear Father's loving hand 
Is still outstrctch'd through mists and tears. 

No fear can chill His wise command; 
Life is His gift, and when he calls, 

The prison'd spirit finds its wings. 
The wall of clay, then shiv'ring, falls. 

And heaven crowns us priests and kings! 



J 



^) VERY MAN to do his best must be himself. What- 
iu, ever prevents this must be snapped as Samson broke 
^^-^ the fetters with which he was bound. Swaddling bands 
for babies, but freedom for men! Each tree grows for itself 
and occupies its own place in the forest. Moreover, the tree 
with the roughest exterior does not always have the worst in- 
terior, neither does a smooth surface always indicate health 
within. Refined errors are more dangerous than crude ones. 
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The stamp of learning may be the trademark of Satan. When 
we lose our individuality in the arbiti*ary stream of scholastic 
imperialism, we may lose God in the supine afBliation and 
brandish the husks of nominal culture as the trophies of our 
superiority. The darkest deeds of the Inquisition had the sanction 
of learning. The fetters of fire encircling Jerome of Prague 
and Cranmer, and Ridley, l)ore the perfume of the professor's 
gown, and were taken from the text l)ooks of the most profound 
scholasticism. 

Commodus, a Roman emperor, sliced off the noses of his 
subjects for a joke, but the royalty of the perpetrator of such 
cruelty did not prevent the suffering of his noseless vassals. 
The thumbscrew of refined cruelty, though polished to dazzling 
brightness, will still draw blood! It is tyranny for learning to 
usur|) dominion over the souls of men, and it is slavery to 
crown it with the attributes of (iod! The kinship of the race 
is not founded on birth, condition, opportunity nor money; and 
those who claim that it is — the blind moles who dig their way 
up into the sunlight of popular favor — betray a pride begotten 
of superior advantages which is as unmanly as it is unjust. In 
church and state men must be free. Religion is the handmaid 
of liberty, not the dungeon of despots. 



THE DYING CHILD'S ADIEU. 

Meet me mother, meet me mother. 
In that tearless world of peace. 

Where I go to join another. 

One whose love can never cease. 



Do not weep that I am going 
To that spirit land of l)lis8; 

I am happy, mother, knowing 
That ther.e is no home in this! 
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Why should I desire to wander 

Through this barren world of care? 

When the smiling cherubs yonder 
Beckon a kind welcome there. 

Though thy tears are sore and trying 
To my young and tender heart, 

Yet I cannot think of sighing — 
We shall meet no more to part! 

There no sickness, pain, or sorrow 
Shall disturb our peaceful rest, 

This is night — sunshine to-morrow — 
With the holy, sweetly blest. 

Listen mother! hear their singing 
In the shining choir above,' 

While the angel hosts are flinging 
Round us messages of love! 

Soon these pangs will all be o'er, 
Here's my sad, my last adieu; 

Farewell mother! from that shore, 
1 shall look and long for you. 



^^HE BELLS of resurrection peal forth the coming of a 
yp brighter dawn. The videttes of the coming army have 
already swept past us. The clattering hoofs of their 
white coursers have broken the slumbers of our unbelief; while 
the startling battle cry, with the tones of thunder, bursts forth, 
Behold he cometh with clouds! The world's Redeemer, radi- 
ant with the halo of resurrection, has snapped the rusted bolts 
of the grave; and with his foot planted on the neck of death. 
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has built his throne with the broken shackles of the imprisoned 
millions. The power that opi^ned the tomb of Joseph will open 
ours. The same hand will push back the bolt of death. We 
rise from human weakness to the majesty of omnipotence. 
Where our poor philosophy staggei-s, Christ l)ccomes the atlas 
supporting the universe. The sleeping body will require the 
omnifie touch of deity as much as the soul dead in trespasses 
and sins. The rising Jesus was the seal of finished redemption 
and our resurrection will bo the signal end of sorrow and the 
herald of immortality. 



FAREWELL. 



How sad is the heart 

When loving friends part^ 
When to meet no mortal can tell; 

Tis then that the tear 

Has a voice we all hear, 
The jewelled harp of farewell! 

When sympathy's arm 

Protects us from harm, 
And calumny cannot weather, 

The ties of that love 

Distilled from above, 
And binds our warm hearts together. 

Then joyfully sweet 

Is the pleasure we meet 
Amid affection's bright spell. 

Ne'er thinking of care. 

Clouds, gloom, or despair. 
Till we hear the soft whisper, farewell. 
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Oh! who would not weep? 

Where the dear ones sleep, 
And the birds sing sweetly and well; 

'Tis a heart that ne'er felt 

Which no sorrow can melt, 
Nor a sigh in the pang of farewell! 

Yet still there's a rest 

That lurks in the breast 
Adversity's frown can't dispel; 

'Tis the crown of our life, 

When its glory and strife 
Ends care in the l)liss of farewell. 



m 



^^ OD WILL WATCH over our last resting place with 
a sleepless, vigilant eye, and at last will call us forth 
amidst the splendors of immortalized bodies. We 
should look up, inasmuch as our redemption draweth nigh. 
Painless bodies! Tearless bodies! Unwearied bodies! Who 
can measure the ecstatic rythm of the resurrection poem? It 
is the wedding march when heaven and earth are married! It 
is the divine symphony evoked from the heart throb of im- 
mortality! 



THE NATURAL BRIDGE. 

Thou mighty Maker of the earth and sky! 
Here on these rocky tablets may be seen. 
Thy mandate wrote beneath thy flashing eye, 
To leave its mark on ledge or fringe of green. 
These rocks unloose their flinty tongues in prayer, 
And silently their hoary altar raise 
While bridging o'er the dizzy heights of air. 
In quiet glory and majestic praise. 
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This temple built without a human hand, 
Adorned and garnished with an artist's skill, 
Gives back old Nature's echoes, stern and grandf 
When keys are touch'd by more than human will. 
The vestibule lies open far below, 
And rock facade springs out in cragged dome 
Through flinty aisles, the dashing waters flow. 
And whisper to the heart of heaven and home! 

A cloud of steeples hold the forest bells. 
In stunted and uneven growth they rise, 
They tremble while the thundering music swells, 
The blended homage of the earth and skies! 
High overhead the lofty arches spring 
From granite colonnades, serenely grand, 
Where frescoed glory in the breezes swing, 
Touch'd by the pencil of a Master's hand. 

The fringing eaves in beauteous forms of life 
Hang o'er the rugged and the cliff'-like walls 
As if the rocks and ferns had met in strife 
To lap their bloodless trophies on these halls. 
No windows stain'd by fine fantastic art. 
Twist their weird forms before the rays of light 
To bar the Sun of glory from the heart, 
And wrap God's temple in the shades of night! 

O, hoary temple! wrought in Nature's forge, 
Thy flinty clifis lead to a gorgeous throne. 
And quiet reverence smiles from ev'ry gorge. 
In chiseled grandeur on thy heart of stone! 
Thou standest in thy majesty serene. 
An altar reared by God's eternal plan. 
And from each niche and pillar may be seen 
Rebuke for every prayerless heart of man! 
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jjTO PRINCELY monumental pile can ever reach the snb- 
y/L lime altitude of that unselfish devotion which dazzles 
the eye of the soul with the effulgent splendors of men- 
tal ilhimination. Insensate marble marks the dust of our dead, 
but mental treasures — the heirlooms of the divinity within us 
— mark, the steps of the race toward heaven. They are the 
prayers, tears, sympathies and money of holy devotion, crys- 
talized in massive walls and beautified grounds. The bright- 
est monument ever kissed by the light of God, is not the glist- 
ening granite which tells prosperity our fame, but the sluml)er- 
ing genius of living men, which has been awakened by our 
generosity, and lives in the thrilling heart throbs of humanity 
when we are dead. 



THE LACKING HEART. 

'^What must I do," a young man cried, 
•'Keep the Commandments," Christ replied; 
''These have I kept from early youth. 
What lack I then to know the truth?" 
Then o'er that boasted life. 

Free from one sad regret, 
Christ flung this keen rebuke, 
"One thing thou lackest yet." 

Ye, who would boast of works, beware. 
Beneath the tinsel and the glare 
May lurk the foolish, sinful pride 
Which turns the Nazarene aside. 
The crown belongs to Him 
With all its jewels set. 
We must adore or hear, 

"One thing thou lackest yet." 
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Before the Lord Jehovah now, 
Let ev'ry heart in meekness bow, 
The Judge now at the door will find 
The hidden idols of mankind. 
Who, who, shall bear the test 

When God and men have met? 
Shall I then hear the words, 

^'One thing thou lackest yet?" 



tONESTY IS the manly thing, born of the Spirit of God, 
and not the Delphic artifice of the mounteback. It 
- - never deceives the victim intended for the slaughter, 
but stops the procession squarely on the road to the place of 
sacrifice! It gives its l)lows straight from the shoulder in the 
broad daylight, instead of skulking in the darkness to strike 
its victim unperceived. It does not play the Pharisee by clan- 
destinely manipulatfng men like puppets, and then afiect entire 
ignorance of the detestable proceeding. 



Poem read at the laying of the corner nt one of Fin dl ay College. 

Rising Temple! speed thy glory, 

God has set thy pillars fair, 
'Neath the gild of song or story, 

In the secret place of prayer, — 
Thou art but the milestone speaking 

To the rushing flood of years, 
As we hasten thou art keeping 

Record of our hopes and fears. 

By thy flinty dial marking 

But the morning hour of life. 
We would weigh the freight embarking 

On the path of bloodless strife; 
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From this preface monumental. 
We behold the coining book, 

Moral, classic, sentimental, 

Into which our children look. 

We are passing to the river 

Whence no pilgrim e'er returns, 
Each an arrow from God's quiver, 

Flying as the lightning burns: — 
Soon these hearts will cease their beating, 

Like the waves upon the shore. 
When the ocean tide retreating, 

Fill the pulsing streams no more. 

As we go, our benediction, 

• Moulded in these massive walls. 
Welcomes all without restriction, 

To the wealth of classic halls. 
Here our fathers' hopes are center'd. 

Here our youthful gambols meet. 
Where our wrinkled age has enter'd. 

There is room for sprightly feet. 

Lay we deep, this broad foundation. 

Deeper than its corner stone. 
In the heart-love of creation. 

And our human kind alone; 
Kindred speech and depth of feeling. 

Gathered here in hallow'd store. 
Like the angel whispers stealing. 

From the near celestial shore. 

Courage brothers! Christ is Founder 
Corner-stone, and chief of all, — 

Temple of the soul! prof ©under 
Than the measur'd palace wall. 
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When He eomes the darkness fleeth, 
And the true, light shineth then, 

Only when the blind eye seeth, 
He becomes the light of men. 

May He rift the clouds above us, 

And the stars come blazing through. 
Like the angel eyes that love us, 

Marshall'd on the fields of blue; 
Then our signal notes of warning 

Will disperse prophetic light; 
And the kindling blush of morning 

Will enwrap retreating night. 

Here we stand — our wisdom dieth, 

And our hands their cunning kill, 
When we leave the God who trieth, 

Every work of grace or skill. 
Light of the world! can we forget 

The sweet paths Thy feet have trod? 
Sweet Galilee and Olivet, 

Still point out the way to God. 

Faith ascends her living mountain 

Luminous with truth and light, 
And beholds this sparkling fountain 

Glittering in her dazzled sight! 
Thousands from these halls of learning 

Go, the foes of life to meet, 
Some to keep their fires burning, 

Some to quench thorn in defeat. 

Let ambition curb its temper 

In the thought, we always learn, 

When the mind without distemper, 
Longs for lessons bold and stern; 



GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 93 



But the pigmy brain is sated 
With the classic pride set free, 

When its owner, graduated. 
Dwarfs in blank nonentity! 

Upward still! while life is given 

Trumpet blast! that stirs the heart, 

This our motto, until heaven 
Flings its golden gates apart! 

Life is but the budding beauty 
Of the fruitage yet to be. 

And each holy step a duty 
Leading to eternity. 

Holy Father! Lord of heaven! 

King of saints, we come to Thee, 
May thy glory here be given 

Cloth'd in awful majesty! 
Seal this temple now forever. 

Flood it with thy Spirit's light. 
Let it perish, Father, never, 

Gird it with eternal might. 



% 



IGHT IS the prolific origin of life and happiness. It 
sjllj^ wakens the potential energy of mere existence; illumin- 
^^^"^^ ates the dark realm of intellectual night; and sprinkles 
the literal and moral heavens of creation with the stars of 
promise. It is the angel hand opening the gates of the morn- 
ing; the breath of God kindling the fires of noon; and the artist 
of eternity painting the roseate hues of the sunset when the 
golden king falls asleep behind the western horizon. 
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THE GOD OF LOVE. 

O God! how awful is thy name 

When girt with lightining wings of flame, 

And pealing thunders hurl along 

The chorus of Jehovah's song; 

Then mountains tremble with affright, 

And clouds and darkness veil the sight 

While whirlwinds mark the fiery path 

That kindles with his burning wrath. 

But hark! a whisper soft and low, 
Breathes fragrance oVr a world of woe; 
Infinite love has kisse<l the rod 
Plucked from the bleeding hand of God. 
The tempest blast has passed away. 
The Star of Jacob hails the day, 
A still small voice is heard to fall 
Like dew upon the heart of gall. 

The blessed Father deigns to hear 
The language of each groan or tear, 
While Mercy lingers near His throne 
To make our pressing wants her own; 
O God! as children let us feel 
The love which Jesus can reveal, 
Let sin's destructive power cease. 
And Faith put on her crown of peace. 

No more, as autumn leaves are driven, 
We fly before the frown of heaven, 
But Jesus waits our cries to bear 
Up to the King on wings of prayer; 
No more his name is robed in storm 
With vengeance flashing round his form. 
But written by a heavenly pen, 
It glows upon the hearts of men! 



GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 95 



O Mercy! why such love as this? 
Why touch our lives with Pitj^'s kiss? 
Why lift our souls from nature's night 
And clothe their sorrows with thy light? 
An answer from tHe skies comes down, 
'Tis graven on each victor's crown, 
'Tis whispered in the courts above, 
''My child, my child, thy God is love!" 




EATH CANNOT rob us of our jewels. He is simply 
W)] the watchman on the walls of eternity. His icy breath 
cannot chill the warm pulsations of love. We enter 
his domain bearing our treasures with us. He has not the 
power to strangle a single virtue, despoil a kind word, or up- 
root a true affection; but blazing out their glory in a purer at- 
mosphere, these golden strands of life encircle the throne of 
Love, and cast over the sombre realties of earth-life the serene 
luster of undying hope! 



DEATH. 

Oh! Jisten to the tolling bell, 

Hark! what a solemn sound; 
It is the melancholy knell 

Which mortals cannot drown. 
Its notes are on the summer air 

And winter's piercing blast; 
Conveys the voice to old and fair, 

''We all must die at last." 
The rich, the poor, the great and small 

Must grapple with this foe, — 
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When peasant8 low, and monarchs fall, 

Can we avert his l)low? 
Ah no! how soon the time will come 

When life's turmoil shall cease. 
And lips now speaking will be dumb, 

Touch'd with a calm release; 
Some friend indeed may drop a tear 

Of sorrow where we sleep. 
But e'en those whom we hold dear 

Will soon forget to weep. 
And thus we live and thus we die, 

Forgotten soon we'll be; 
The weeping eye will soon be dry 

And sparkling glow with glee. 



^UR WORK will soon be done. Our quickened pulses 
jjt are beating the funeral march of dying kingdoms. 
^ Humanity is reaching forth its withered hand that we 
may touch it with the magic of our healing. We are sweeping 
onward to the blazing light of unclouded day, each word and 
act a scar on the face of Time. The recording angel is watch- 
ing our weary march with an interest we do not feel. The 
pattering feet of the coming millions are sounding in our cars. 
From this lonely Patmos we see the swelling waters about us, 
but we also behold the opening heavens and hear the voice of 
God as the sound of a trumpet! We fear and tremble until our 
vision catches a glimpse of the mountains filled with horses 
and chariots! God is here! No prophet of fire filled with the 
electric currents of divine love is needed to show us our duty. 
The eternity of the past and the eternity of the future clasp 
hands in heavenly wedlock where we stand, amid the blazing 
torches of the nineteenth century! Service to man is fealty to 
God! Let us lay the aching head of sick humanity on the 
bosom of our helpfulness, and the stars in their courses will 
fight for us, and the God of Jacob, will be our refuge forever! 
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A BRAND FROM THE BURNING. 

A home, encircled with the arms of love, 

Lay nestled 'neafh the maple and the vine, . 
Its russet glory shaming clouds above. 

Is woven with the ringlets of the pine: 
Here matted on the cold and cheerless roof, 
A robe of beauty, cut from nature's woof 
Is thrown across the shingles dark and bare 
To shield the inmates from the piercing air. 

Here dwelt a peaceful family of four, 

The parents and two children bound in ties. 
Which like the rocky beach along the shore, 

Rolls back the storm until its fury dies. 
A son and daughter grace the flying years 
Which on the whitening crown of age appears. 
The son with stalwart strength and manhood blest. 
The other soothes the dreams of care to rest. 

The father walks erect in manhood's might, . 

Imbued with lofty mien and candor known. 
Honest and true he believes that rugged right 

Should not succumb to titled thieves or throne. 
Withal, though moral, yet he seldom bows 
Before his Maker to record his vows. 
No secret prayer is ever heard to rise 
From that bold heart unused to sacrifice. 

Sometimes he prays before a treasur'd guest 
Or reads his Bible while his children hear, 

But never finds the joys of conscious rest 

Which through the glowing lines of truth appear; 

Unknown to him his children look to see 

His hollow pretense rise to certainty. 

For while he thinks to cheat his soul and theirs, 

'Tis only his in mask of formal prayers. 
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The mother, though of earthly thought and cast, 

And wrapped with all the cares of mother-life. 
Yields all her soul to heaven's fiercest blast, 

Nor deems her God unequal to the strife. 
In Him she casts the anchor of her trust 
And soars above this sordid vale of dust, 
Obedient always with a calm delight. 
Her soul is plumed with rapture for its flight. 

Like Mary, looking for her absent friend. 

She cannot bear the thought which absence brings. 
But hurries where her vivid faith will lend 

The majesty of flight on noiseless wings! 
There like the ivy clasping shrub or stone 
She grasps the altar as her earthly throne. 
And sorrow blinded by the god of night 
Puts on the hues of gladness, joy and light. 

Oft while the world is wrapp'd in slumber deep. 

She steals away to grasp her Father's hand 
While other eyes are clos'd in thoughtless sleep. 
Hers mark the glories of the border land; — 
Beside the flashing light of altar fires 
Where cries and tears betoken her desires. 
Her arm of faith begirts her children's fate. 
And trembling, holds the heavy precious weight. 

The daughter, like her mother, early sought 

The Pearl of price, which held in close embrace, 
Dispell'd the darkest hour sin had brought 

And drove the shadows from her glowing face; — 
Like sunlight glancing o'er the rippling wave, — 
Or flowers kissing some dishonor'd grave, — 
Or song of birds after the cold and the rain. 
So mov'd this child — the balm for ?v'i'y pain. 
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Modest, she could not mock with prudish jest 
The virtuous carriage of the good and true, 
Unconscious of her worth she cheer'd and blest 
The hearts which from her inspiration drew. 
Not dazed with giddy tinsel, pride and show, 
Nor Fashion's puppet in this world of woe. 
She cast her eyes within the rended vail. 
And walk'd a queen in sorrow's fiercest gale. 

Oh, that the foolish virgins here might learn 

That ev'ry altar of the proud and vain. 
Holds the hot fires that rise to flash and burn 

Like beacons on the shores of endless pain! 
Methinks that then, with loathing and disgust. 
Affrighted by the cancer and the rust, 
These dupes of Fashion, now repentant grown. 
Would hate the harvest which their pride had sown. 

The son — proud of his lineage and cast, 

Lean'd towards the father's cold, imperious mood, 
Too strong in self to weather life's fierce blast, — 

His genius draped became exceeding rude. 
Dark with the moss-grown tightning clasp of years, 
His life — a flinty monument appears. 
Cold, passionless, like granite 'mid the waves, — 
A barren rock within a sea of graves! 

With hope and ardor rending ev'ry vail. 

The young man grasps an eager father's hand. 
His farewell, trembling like a dying wail. 

Pierces the mother's heart and last command: 
Away to school upon the rushing train. 
His future glory blinds his heart to pain. 
Home is forgotten 'mid the dazzling light 
Which like the lightning rends the vault of night. 



100 GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 



Near where the ocean tides in grandeur roll, 

And smite the rocky beach with angry surge, 
Where sea foam dashes out upon the shoal 

And softens ey'ry billow's painful dirge; 
There, like an ancient temple old and gray, 
Rising to greet the traveler on his way, 
The sentinel of learning — massive, high. 
Towers in state toward the starry sky. 

Here this young heart imprison'd in its cell 

Throbb'd with the pulses of new bom fires, — 
And reason wakening 'neath the magic spell 

Adored her sceptre with intense desires; — 
Ambition held the goad and tightning rein, — 
Fame nerv'd the hot and feverish brain — 
No thought on wings was suffer'd there to roam, 
Nor reach its weary hand to those at home. 

Fame! what a changing goddess this to blind 

The eyes that cheer the longing, hungry soul. 
Then leave the starving and immortal mind 

To famish where the waves of plenty roll. — 
Home, friends forgotten, what are these to fame? 
But dust and ashes which obscure a name. 
The dusky clouds which hide inspiring stars 
And silently reveal our prison bars! 

Beneath the sylvan and embower'd shade 

Where tressy mosses weep the pearly dew, 
And giant oaks with mistletoe array 'd 

Shut out the light of heaven's azure blue; 
The student, with his book, in eager zest 
Courted the flame-lit clouds which lined the west. 
And sought to steal from fading light of day 
The boon from Labor's stern and rugged way. 
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Sometimes at midnight with a flick'ring lamp, 
He pored and conned o'er deep philosophy, 
And though his room was chill, and dim and damp, 

He pined not for his native liberty; 
He wore his fetters with a martyr's joy 
Eager to furnish his hot brain employ 
That labor might beget his sure renown, 
And lead his vision to a throne and crown. 

Cool breezes fann'd the dark and massive walls 

And sunshine crept between the matted leaves, 
Fretting at times the cold, sepulchral halU, 

Like weakness armor'd with its futile greaves; 
However blithe fond nature seem'd to be. 
She could not rend the unseen chains we see, 
Nor could she lift the dark and low'ring cloud 
Which fame seem'd knitting for a robe and shroud! 

The teacher bore a form of classic mould. 
Tall and elastic with a Grecian face, — 
His step majestic as a king and bold , 

Won admiration by its modest grace. — 
His eyes were like the eagle's, when on high 
He swoops and curves his victims to descry, 
Then darts with certain aim upon the fold, 
And screams to find his talons pierce and hold! 

His locks were tinged with streaks of bleaching gray 
And curl'd about his temples like a crown. 

Encircling thought beneath its gentle sway. 
Proud of its subject and unsought renown; 

With quick and penetrative glance he saw 

The origin of force and ev'ry law, 

Then proudly in his hand aloft he bore 

The trophies won by his exhaustless lore. 
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He plum'd his science for its airy flight, — 

And walk'd a Titan — far l>eyond the stars, 
And holding all the (|uivVing bolts of light, 

Defied the embattled flames of angry Mars: 
He delv'd in mines or ploughed the boiling waves 
In dalliajice with the truth his Maker gave. 
Yet in the heavens above nor from the sod 
Comes there a voice to speak to him of God! 

His soul is dead though fairy visions rise 

To clothe the phantom of his anxious dreams, 
Fondly he hopes to gain the growing prize 

When life shall be in truth what it now seems; 
The grave to him is but the welcome goal 
Where nature leaves the dead, dissolving soul, 
The end of mortals and the heavenly plan 
That pourM its treasures on the path of man. 

No future ever meets his longing gaze, 

No Christ, no Bible in that starless night. 
No sunlight breaking through the dismal haze. 

But gates of pearl are hidden from his sight; 
The mystic river with its whitening foam, 
Is all his trembling heart has known of home. 
And though a master yet he sighs and grieves * 
To hear bis requiem in the autumn leaves! 

He swings the burning censer of bis wit 

Around the shrines and temples of his god, 
And proudly shows that neither chains or pit 

Are hanging on his wild, capricious nod; — 
With leering eye and bland sarcastic grin. 
He laughs at heaven's punishment of sin, 
And deems the Bible fit for dupes alone 
Who have not yet their pinafores outgrown! 
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Moses, to him was but a charlatan, — 

A quack in law and weak in history, — 
A meteor flashing in the fiery van, 

Which led old Israel through the open sea. 
To him the truth is wrote in fairer lines — 
No need of Moses where the sun of science shines, 
For Revelation cloth'd in scenes of blood 
Must yield the palm to philosophic mud! 

Thus looking from his tow'ring, dizzy perch 
He glances at the crawling worms below. 
And rudely gloats to find his patient search. 

End in the certain gilded cup of woe; 
Proud of the gilt that glitters on his toy 
He dances like some thoughtless, silly boy 
When holding up his present fills with pride. 
Without a thought of looking once inside. 

The student bows before the teacher's mind 

As shrubs are bent before the howling storm. 
Or vines with clam b' ring instincts firmly wind 

Their creepers round the oak of massive form. 
With perfect faith he treads the dark'ning path 
That shrouds its light in fears of coming wrath, 
Because another has walk'd there before 
And saw no chains nor heard the thunders roar. 

Thus like a pitcher filled to brim and lip. 

The young man sports the foam that hides his sin. 
And wonders why creation does not sip 

The noxious wine which poisons all within. 
He does not understand how men can pass 
This fountain head of genius, which alas. 
Pours out its sweetness on the desert sand 
To leave its verdure wither'd in his hand. 
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He thinks all men are blind, and dumb, and cold, 

With eyes and ears and yet inanimate 
Without discernment of the true and bold, 

Amidst the signs of destiny and fate. 
To him, without a Bible, all is clear, 
Since reason cannot bow to God or fear, — 
His vessel steer'd without a map or chart. 
Will never strike the hidden rocks or part. 

He deems the Moslem with his pious fraud, 

An improved christian with another name, 
And Romish cross, or rudely sculptured god 

Are all in theologic guise the game. 
The worshipers of snakes, of stars, or sun. 
Combine the superstitious triumphs won. 
And seek to force from pond'rous beam or mote 
Their relics down each willing, gaping throat! 

He looks with pity on his mother's prayer 

Asham'd to own this lineage of life, 
And yet her words of anxious love and care. 

Like golden links, are chafing to his strife, 
For though he can forget his mother's God, 
And thinks devotion all deceit and fraud, 
There will creep up around his freezing heart 
The tendrils which his mother deign'd to start. 

He feels the pressure of her loving hand 

At evening when the fretting world's at rest, 
And good-night whispers from the better land 

Are moaning from that heart so pure and blest; 
These sometimes tear his wounded spirit's pride, 
And then anon with silvery step they glide 
Like sunbeams shooting through the misty gray. 
And kiss quite silently the clouds away ! 
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Merged in study, his feelings turn'd away 

From all the past to chill again with dread, 
For though his mother's words had sometimes sway. 
They walk'd like living ghosts among the dead — 
Too ardent in his burning quest for fame, 
He would not mar the glory of his name 
By yielding to the melting mood in school, 
And write himself a nursling or a fool! 

He delves into his Greek and Latin roots, 

And looks with pride to graduation day. 
When his great name, in magic color shoots. 

Across the neblous scroll that skirts his way; 
With all the hot, concenter'd pride of years. 
Buoyant with hope, and strangely reft of fears. 
He presses toward the laurel and the crow^n, 
Sure that success will lift him to renown. 

The day dawns brightly, and the cheering crowd 

Gathers about our hero while he speaks. 
And huzzas ringing, linger long and loud 

Around the broken gorge, or cragged peaks; 
Trembling with excitement, hope and pride, 
He treads the rostrum to the teacher's side. 
And from the hand that moulded all his thought 
Receiv'd the seal which patient work had wrought. 

The student now no more — the man is seen 
Awaking from the bristling rack of toil, 

With limbs astir — like Samson when his spleen 
Would seek for strength without his hairy coil; 

With scornful pride upon his grinning lips. 

And culture hanging on his finger tips. 

He casts his classic mantle, erudite. 

Around each lesser mote in reach or sight. 
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The battle now is o'er — the fight is won, 

The garments rolFd in blood have pass'd away, 
The weary hours of pain and work are done, 

Unbroken peace henceforth shall hold her sway: — 
No lances now to break, no night to brave, 
No aching brow to conjure up the grave, 
No gloomy spectres trooping through the brain 
To leave their foot prints in the fire of pain. 

Whilie gath'ring up his little earthly store 

Our hero sits awhile to meditate, — 
As scattered o'er his room on bed or floor 

His trinkets lie in helpless, careless state. 
''That theadbare coat was once a mother's gift. 
How oft it speaks and dark'ning shadows lift, 
Stitch'd with each thread, each band and seam 
Her smiles are woven like an angel's dream! 

" ^That pair of shoes she bought me years ago. 
And memory would still her words repeat, 
'My boy, remember as you onward go. 

To make straight paths for busy, youthful feet.' " 
"That book my sister plac'd within my hand — 
How white it is! unsoil'd upon the stand, 
Ah! did she know what I have read, I fear 
Her sweet eyelash would drink a sister's tear! 

"There is the Bible too, an obscure book. 

Antique, unused, in leather covers bound. 
How can I scan its leaves when ev'ry look 

Will clothe my mother's love with awe profound; 
From ev'ry page there creeps across my soul 
An unseen hand which seeks to lead — control. 
And when I look beyond this printed guide, 
Between the lines I see her glances chide. 



GOLDEN GLEANINGS, 107 



''Tut! play the fool at last when I'm alone — 

I'm knighted — spurr'd with classics — why all this 
Here's my diploma — title to a throne! 

Why condescend to note a mother's kiss? — 
I understand all mystery complete, 
And revelation writhes beneath my feet, — 
Could ev'ry stripling see what I have seen, 
Our clearer sight would rend this priestly screen. 

"This universe, these worlds, these stars and sun 
Are playthings in a nimble school boy's hand. 
Doubtless Protoplasm into atoms run. 

Have fell to racing over sea and land; 
And as they ran they grew and still they grew, 
Temper'd and shap'd by ev'ry wind that blew 
Until exhausted by their age and fright, 
They bleach'd today or vaulted into night! 

''Some cold and frigid as Icelandic snow, — 
Some melting igneous fuse with heat, — 
Some inanimate while others live to show 

The circles where the chances fail'd to meet. 
Some have wings to fly, others legs to walk. 
And some grunt or bellow, while others talk, 
Yet it is very clear beyond a doubt 
This mongrel brood points nature's secret out." 

Thus ran this juiceless tongue, wild, terrific. 

Like Alpine torrent, heedless in its course, 
Supposing each drop call'd scientific^ 

Would scent creation's secrets to their source. 
His glib and splenic wit, but tipp'd the fool 
Just crawling from the glamour of the school, — 
Where flowers wilting on the corpse of Fate, 

Are snatch'd as knockers to Life's prison gate! 
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Homeward at last, he turns his gladsome way, 

His souvenirs within his deep valise, 
Unconscious of the swiftly passing day, 

He contemplates with joy the sweet release; 
While evening shadows swept their fringe of gloom 
Across the stillness of his mother's room. 
He gently knocks as he had knocked before, 
And trembling steps came gliding to the door. 

The mother proud to see his manly form, 

So fondly hopes the heart has grown withal, 
That mind and body batter'd by the storm 

May hold her keen instincts in easy call. 
With woman's tenderness she sat and held 
His hand in hers as oft in days of eld. 
Her mother eyes with tearful rapture stirr'd 
Look'd up to drink the magic of each word. 

Alas! that flowers should bloom above the grave, — 

That thorns should still beset the fragrant rose 
And rocks lie buried 'neath the glassy wave, — 

Or thistles hide deep under fleecy snows. 
Ah! could we know the bitterness and pang 
That drops like poison from the viper's fang, 
O'erwhelmed with the woes of coming years, 
Our hopes would die beneath the weight of tears. 

The son — with regal step and mien betrays 

The lordly struttings of the soul within, - 
For when his parents do not stop to praise, 

He deems their knowledge volatile and thin; 
He never learned that life as well as book 
Holds treasures which we cannot overlook. 
And that the bud which closes for the night. 
Will wilt beneath the burning rays of light! 
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Like bubbles chas'd before the driving blast — 

Or stricken deer, before the baying bounds, — 
Like fainting captives, who their fetters cast, 

Within the circle of their captor's grounds; 
So, this family, in crouching service came. 
To weave their homage with a stripling's fame. 
And with affection's arts, and fancies strung. 
Caught the decrees that fell from eye or tongue, 

Sometimes the mother slipped away to weep. 

And wonder'd why her thoughtless boy must reign. 
Like mewling kittens, waking from their sleep, 

To leave their mark, in throbbing lines of pain; 
To her, the dark enigma of his life 
Will not dissolve before her tearful strife. 
Dark, dark the cloud, which seals her anxious care. 
And grows this harvest, from the germ of prayer. 

Upon that breast his infant dimples lay. 

And his young life was drawn from that heart, — 
His ringlets falling on the smiles at play 

Would kiss the ruby childish lips apart; 
Then mirror'd in the mother's sparkling eyes, — 
Like sunbeam dancing o'er the western skies. 
Heaven's glory and future of her boy 
Would cast their beauty in her tears of joy! 

Alas! how many poison'd roots unseen 

Supply the inner life of those we love 
Unknown, until the hopeful fringe of green 
Is smitten by the lightnings from above; 
Then promis'd fruits will turn to ashen dust, 
And tarnish'd glory pale to canker'd rust, 
Then fleeting visions hide in depths of shame 
To leave their magic in a hollow name. 



110 GOLDEN GLEANINGS, 



Our hero crowds his knowledge everywhere 
From things apparent to the far remote, 
llis mental scalped keen to cut and pare 

Can sever priestly heads or skin a mote! 
He dances on the golden rim of doubt, 
And what he does not know throws bravely out, 
Supposing what his tongue or pen denies 
Will henceforth pass for scum of maudlin lies. 

Ah! shall we think that God will deign to speak 

Through aching bone and throbbing, painful nerve, 
Is He not master of the strong and weak? 

And who can know the servant called to serve? 
We cannot always read the mystic lines 
Which on the tablet of His wisdom shine. 
And could we know, the laws of time and sense 
Would light each cloud, however dark and dens«. 

The quiv'ring bolt is held awhile unseen, 

As though mild heaven would the young man spare, 
Until with spear and sword of dazzling sheen 

He lifts his arm to God to curse and dare! 
Then quickly as the arrow leaves the bow 
Tlie lance slid from the armory of woe. 
And He who liush'd with anger, strength and pride. 
Lay pale and pleading for a friend and guide. 

The fever clogg'd in net of nerve and vein 

Made fiery sluices through each open pore 
Until the body, soul and heated brain 



Seem'd blist'rlng in Gehenna's open door 



The tongue and lips consum'd with parching thirst 
Are crack'd and pecl'd, ready to bleed and burst. 
While eyes with red and wild, unearthly glare 
In sunken sockets shine with lustrous stare. 
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The feeble hands grow weaker day by day, 

The cord-like sinews thread the flabby flesh, 
The veins in crooked windings tint their way 

In longing thirst for fountains strong and fresh; 
The voice with ghostly accents grates the ear, 
Tremulous with pain and suppress'd with fear, 
The grooved lines of anguish and despair 
Depict the broken hopes seen everywhere. 

Reason, the throne of this bed-ridden king 

Is now usurp'd by drunken, shapeless forms. 
Which reel and dance on hapless limb or wing 

Like feathers floating on the breath of storms; 
Sometimes in wild delirium's awful fright. 
He thrills with screams the loneliness of night, 
Then falls exhausted on his weary bed 
To clutch the throbbing temples of his head. 

Thus days and weeks in sorrow pass away, 

With here and there a lucid hour between. 
But not the glory of one entire day 

E'er pours its brightness on the dark'ning scene. 
Ah! what is life when shadows come and go 
Like phantoms lured to earth by human woe, 
And ev'ry cloud seems pregnant with the breath 
That sweeps with fury from the vale of death! 

With lonely vigils through each solemn night 

The patient watchers pass'd the hours away. 
How often longing for the gates of light. 

To swing wide open to the king of day! 
The awful stillness broken by the breeze 
Which moans in dirges through the leafles trees. 
Seems like the chilling, creeping coils of gloom 
Protruding fang-like ^orrors from the tomb. 
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The mother with a childish tenderness 

Vied with the daughter in her anxious care, 
Each movM with impulse high to soothe and bless 
The trembling confines of their dark despair: — 
The father seldom sees his dying boy, 
Since vultures feed upon his only joy, — 
And Jordan's waves without the ark or rod 
Seems dismal fording to the foe of God! 

Although he cannot help the dying child 

His mind recalls the teacher's classic lore. 
Who now, perchance, 'mid tempests fierce and wild, 

May find the harbor on the mystic shore; 
So with the daze of wand'ring, shooting stars. 
He leaps aboard a passing train of cars. 
And with the next returning dawn of day 
He brings the teacher where the young man lay. 

The broken fever gave him cooler brain. 

And he could reason o'er the gloomy past. 
Though weak to fainting, yet his cruel pain 

Soem'd waning like the dying desert blast; 
His bright eyes beam'd upon his teacher's face, 
Met recognition in each line they trace. 
And with the pressure of that well known hand 
Were asking guidance to the other land. 

The teacher with his old familiar nerve. 

Began, ''I'm glad to find your reason still 
Awake to follow argument and serve 

Each lawful mandate of the brain and will; 
Now listen while we pierce the earth and skies. 
For as we burrow in the ground or rise, 
Each molecule will add its feeble light 
To grace the lustre of our classic flight. 
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''Etherial, gaseous, liquefaction! 

. Surrounding matter in environment! 
pjxcited evolutionary action, 

Juxtaposed in nature's government! 
This primordial very occult source 
Producing geniture or hidden force! 
Has left its mark upon each plastic germ, 
Creating star, or clod, or wriggling worm! 

''There! that is plain and now to find the route 
That leads through cere])ellum and its cells, 
A viscid fluid points the secret out 

Where mind with all its genii surely dwells; 
For here imaginary beings sport and swim. 
Full while the current frets against the brim, 
But when the breathing fills no more the sails. 
The galley strands for lack of pleasant trales. 

-*• You're nearing port, the Ineeze is moaning low, — 

The timbers creak and grating keel is heard, 
The wheels of life now move exceeding slow. 

Almost arrested by a step or word. 
Now hold your grip and then launch boldly out. 
Let reason steer the new, enchanting route. 
Close up your eyes to heaven, God and grave, 
Committing all to the capricious wave." 

The young man groaning, turn'd his eyes away 
To seek his mother's, bending o'er the bed, 
Each line of sadness seeni'd to weep and say, 

''O mother, save your child ere lie be dead!" 
She grasp'd his hand and knelt upon the floor 
Where she had wrestled with her God before. 
And with strong cries and tears her woman's heart 
Rose like a sunbeam, rifting clouds apart! 
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*'0 God! look down and spare my only son 

And if Thou wilt not. raise him up again, 
Help me to say, Thy gracious will be done 

For I shall truly worihip only then; 
Dear Lord, if Thou wilt not restore my boy, 
Do fill his aching, bleeding heart with joy, 
And let his soul from this dark prison break, 
Seal'd now with blood for the Redeemer's sake." 

While holy prayer touch'd the mother's tongue, 

Unknown spirits seem'd to linger near, 
Tuning their harps to music never sung, 

Where death wails break upon the list'ning ear: 
The young man drank the broken sobs of grief 
Like thirsting bee on opening bud or leaf, — 
As if the breast that fed his childish heart, 
Stjll warms the spirit ready to depart! 

The teacher, mute and sullen, slunk away. 
Back to the darkest corner of the room 
Where wriggling like a serpent held at bay. 

His glaring eyes were set in frame of gloom. 
And when the prayer was ended he arose 
With glow'ring menace curling around his nose. 
And like a phantom shot through open door 
To show his learning and his face no more! 

Then spake the son, ^'Dear mother, now I see 

What miserable comforters are all. 
Without your faith which binds eternity 

In holy wedlock to this earthly ball. — 
O, self -accusing past! what have I done? 
Prov'd myself a sinful, recreant son, 
With jest and jibe I sneer'd at honest prayer, 
And now my hope and peace lie bleeding there. 
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"I've trampled on my mother's broken heart 

And twisted gray around her temples long, 
I've thrust ingratitude like poison'd dart 

Within the rapture of her brightest song. 
Now let me hear the accents of her love 
Throb on my ear like music from above, 
O mother, speak! and may thy heart forgive. 
And though 1 die my spirit then shall live." 

''Forgive," she cried, "my dying son, not 1 

Am wrong'd; so much as He who loving came 
To stain the cross with blood and meekly die. 

And write our pardon underneath His name; 
Look up to Him and ask forgiveness there, 
And he will smile to hear your anxious prayer. 
Then all your mother's wrongs will fade away 
And lose their darkness in the coming day." 

The impulse came; with sudden groan, he cried, 
"O Jesus! Lamb of God! wilt thou not spare 
The chief of sinners from his guilt and ride 

And save my soul from death and dark despair; 
Grant me Thy mercy like the dying thief 
And joy will crown this monument of grief, 
Like heaven mirror'd by the flashing sun. 
From tears which plead, 'not mine, Thy will be done!" 

Then quietly he lay with folded hands. 

With deadly paleness, glowing on his cheek. 
His eyes half-clos'd, as if to sweep the lands, 

A mother's faith, had led his heart to seek. 
Soft whispers came like murm'ring breath of wing. 
To fan the heart, until the pulses sing. 
And trembling in the accents, now divine, 
Is heard the words, "Dear Jesus, I am thine." 
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Like the old Prophet on the mount, he shone, 
With dazzling brilliance, as his piercing eye 

Caught vision of the Lamb beside the throne, 
And now henceforth, he cannot fear to die; 

Almost transfigured, like his Lord, he waits, 

The silent swinging of the golden gates, 

When faith's bright triumphs, wrote in sunless spheres, 

Will never wane, amid the flight of years. 

Back o'er the flooded past his mem'ry flings 
Its* brooding recollections foul and dark. 
Uneasy as the dove on trembling wings. 

Seeking its covert in the friendly ark: 
Now he can read the shameless vanity 
Which beardless tyrants claim for liberty. 
And oh, what anguish lingers in the light 
Which bears these visions to his troubled sight. 

Now worlds recoil before the rising sun, — 

And all the gewgaw^ sham of law and books 
Seem like our playthings when the day is done, 

Or flowers scatterM in the rushing brooks. — 
We come like pilgrims down the shelving shore 
Where billows madly leap and earthquakes roar, 
Then crutches break and like the helpless clod 
We fall into the flood and wake with God! 

O silly mortals! why so thoughtless grown, 

Feeding on ashes in the House of Bread, 
Yet hoping that the serpent and the stone 

Will yield sweet fruitage at the dying bed. 
As well might noonda}'^ blush to midnight gloom, 
Or life's quick pulses beat within the tomb — 
As soon the dial marking Right would tell 
That heaven's suburbs gravitate to hell! 
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Just as the sun peep'd through the crimson bars 

That hung in misty shadows o'er the west, 
His golden lances marshaling the stars 

As*if to wake the sleeping worlds from rest; 
Upon the beams aslant through crystal pane 
A scarlet scar appears to blot and stain, 
As though a blood-wash'd soul in robe of white 
Had mark'd its passage flutt'ring into light! 

No more the death damp gathers o^'er the brow, 

No more convulsions agonize the frame, 
Peacefully, calmly rests the sleeper now, 

Unheeding all the trumpet blasts of fame; 
Weary and footsore with the journey past 
He finds his mother's restful home at last 
Where earth life with discordant song of charms 
Finds burdens borne by Everlasting Arms! 

Hot tears are raining on the bloodless cheek 

Embalming f urrow'd lines of youthful care. 
And from the twilight silence seems to speak 

As voices break upon the ambient air, 
And yet no sound is falling on the ear. 
It is the '*still small voice" which enters here. 
For God can speak in tempests fierce and wild. 
Or write His law in smiles of sleeping child. 

The mother pours the burdens of her heait 

Before the throne with deepest gratitude, 
Rejoicing that the fairest flowers of art 

Melt in the fires of Death's dark solitude. 
Here, like the forest rol)es of verdant bloom 
When murm'ring breezes bear their sweet perfume, 
We sport old nature's gyves until the last. 
When fruitless branches float upon the blast. 
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The sister robb\i and weeping, knows her Lord 

Has better title to her gems than she, 
Then how can she withhold her heart's accord, 
When bursting fetters let the soul go free. 
In sad'ning contrast with her father's gloom. 
Her smiles look through her tears to cheer the tomb,- 
His muffled curses grate from gnashing teeth 
To show the hidden firos that rage beneath. 

The day has come and gone — when to his rest 
The treasure lost — in sorrow borne away, 
Lower'd with worms to be their welcome guest 

In narrow house of cold and crumbling clay; 
But crawling vermin, Satan, sin, nor hell 
Robed in the garl) of night they love so well, 
Can clip the wings which stir the parting breath 
When Christ descends to kiss the vale of death! 

Around the grave the gnarled oaks of years 

Like mourners stand to greet each rising sun, 

And leaves are glist'ning with their forest tears, - 
While creeping vines in tangled glory run: — 

The matin songs which burst from feather'd throats, 

In worship rising, undefiled by notes, 

Blends with the harmony of sky and sod, 

And bears creation's prayer up to God! 

Beyond the certain shadows yet to come, 

The mother and the sister see the dawn 
When faith no longer halting, blind and dumb 

Will rise in triumph o'er the darkness gone; 
Then clasping hands upon the other shore 
They'll rest from labor to go out no more. 
And he who now preludes their coming fate 
Will kiss the lips that open'd heaven's gate. 
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Gathered to their fathers' dust at last, — 

No echoes ring through the deserted halls, 
But such as weather time's eternal blast 

And leave their image where each burden falls; 
O'er the father's grave, heaven's deepest jet 
Would write the fetter'd soul's excuse, Not yet, — 
But mother, sister, son — the happy three, 
Thank God for heaven, — Christ's eternity! 

Let no poor praying mother deem her task 

Too heavy for her fainting heart to bear, 
Since the dear Lord who waits to hear her ask. 

Has power to lift the cross of ev'ry care: 
The Christ who stretch'd his mighty, bleeding hand. 
To pluck from death and save this burning brand 
Will always from the smiling skies above 
Set ev'ry sorrow in the frame of love. 

The drama closes, and its moral tends 

To seal the oft repeated law again, 
That he is wisest who securely blends 

The smile of God with helplessness of men; 
Then woven like the rainbow from our tears 
The sign of holy promise quells our fears. 
And Faith lies down amid its bleeding scars 
To hail the light beyond the flight of stars! 



1^^ NGLAND COULD not tax tea in the shadow of Harvard 
^;!^^^ and Yale! Bunker Hill was possible because the yeo- 
^^-^ manry lining its crest had looked into books as well as 
along the barrels of their flint lock rifles! Colleges will not 
live in a nation of slaves nor will such a nation produce 
them. Neither will they grow on the barren soil of the stupend- 
ous absurdity of negation. Agnosticism does not build schools 
or character, but is the deadly enemy of both. 
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The silvery belt of learning girdling the gloln?, is but the 
. radiant incense formulated by the consecrated money of chris- 
tian hearts; while infidelity builds nothing, but like its author, 
would destroy the good produced by others. It is the barnacle 
of the world whose only mission is to absorb the strength and 
lives of men; then die in ignominy and disornice without a 
mourner. It poisons the sanctity of home; revels in divorce 
courts; disturbs the peace of the Sabl)ath; is the ally of intemper- 
ance; the foe of mankind and the enemy of (iod. It brutalizes 
childhood and stings the heart, quivering in the throes of disso- 
lution with the venom of asps. In striking at (iod it attacks 
our institutions. 

The devotion of our Puritan fathers was the seed bed pro 
ducing the stars and stripes. The hand that touches the altar 
of prayer will not hesitate to rend our flag. Ahab\s disloyalty 
to God was the signal premonition of naticmal demoralization. 
Belshazzer defied the Almighty and died the same night as a 
tyrant and a traitor at the very threshold of a dissolving king- 
dom. The French Revolution was the harvest grown from this 
germ of blood. 



THE TREASURE OF IIOREB. 

The camp lay 'neath the mountain's frowning crest, 
The golden blush of eve had touchM the purple west, 
Bright glories flamM along the cloud-fleckM skies 
Their beauties mirror\l in a thousand eyes. 
An awful stillness smote each heart with fear, 
The presage of a storm that lingered near, 
The waiting thousands chill'd Avith dread suspense 
Are wrung with doubt and mystery intense. 
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At last the parting multitude gives way 
Like mist before the rising king of day, 
And he who tracked the dreary desert's path — 
Whose prayer had oft averted heaven's wrath, 
Stands forth erect with many suns embrown'd, — 
A king 'mongst men though as yet unerown'd, 
AVilling to follow where'er his master goes, 
To deeds of valor or undisturbed repose. 

A moment waiting though in silence tells 

More than the .stifled sobs of sad farewells, 

The rushing memories of sacred years 

Are now moreeloquentJ:han words or tears; 

The bitter waters and the rended sea. 

The shiver'd rock, the prayer-scented tree, — 

These miracles of God by want impress'd, 

Now touch the harp which quivers in each breast! 

Mothers look on with wild and eager stare. 
The sighs of childhood tremble on the air, 
The pilgrim leans upon youth's mighty arm, 
And browsing herds are sharing the alarm. 
The clouds in reeling chaos sweep along 
And clothe the rocks with majesty and song — 
Earth listens to the blending wail of death 
That chills the life of every passing breath. 

God speaks! yet but the list'ning Prophet hears. 
The voice has grown familiar through the years; 
It stirr'd the soul when Sinai's thunder broke 
To carve each word the holy Father spoke: 
And now the Prophet hears the stern command 
To scale the mount and view the promis'd land, 
Look down upon the thousand tents below, 
And trace the Jordan by its silver glow. 
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He leaves the camp and with his staff in hand 
Climl)s o'er the rugged cliffs at God's command, 
All eyes are turned to see the lessening form 
That seeks an audience with the God of storm; 
Farewells are whisper'd hut no clanking bell 
Is heard to chime the last departing knell. 
But clouds are knit — a shroud of sable gloom. 
To hide the prophet and his unknown tomb. 



The summit reached! alone with God he stands 
Who oft had held his weary, trembling hands, 
When lightning voices blazM Ver Sinai's peak, 
While the Almighty Father deignM to speak: 
Once more He clasps His loved and well-worn child 
While Horeb's solitude in pity smiled, 
Once more the humble prophet kneels to pray 
Ere God shall lift the flashing gates of day. 



The grave prepared! the prophet's mantle falls- 
A whisper comes as though a mother calls, 
'^My child lie down and then a Father's hand. 
Will cover thee in sight of Canaan's land!" 
Thus with his hand in God's he gently press'd 
The unseen spirit to his heaving breast, 
While in the Everlasting Arms he lay. 
The loving Father kissed his soul away! 



The dust was gather'd in the urn of God 
Without a stone to mark the sacred sod. 
But angel mourners swept about the place 
And wove their requiem in the song of grace! 
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F WE MUST look upon and pet, admire and caress wild 
beasts unfit to live, it were better to have them carved in 
"^ marble to adorn our homes than to have them hidden 
away in our hearts to be worshiped as the demi-gods of an im- 
pure civilization. Then they would not tear and rend the un- 
tarnished face of the unborn future! In the quiet tranquility 
of placid genius they would lie as the serene monitors of a true 
taste. But testimonials of sympathy with living crime are the 
footprints of Satan, disguised in flowers and hidden away from 
the public gaze. Crime is crime in the hovel or the palace. 



TWO GRAVES. 



I walk'd across the church yard heath 

Where tangled vines and roses creep 
About the silent graves beneath 

The sunlight's ringlets fast asleep. 
Some long neglected tombs were there, 

By weeds and mosses overgrown; 
Others were flowerless and bare, 

Their only mark a broken stone. 

A weeping willow's tresses fell 

Upon the zephyr's passing breath, — 
A lonely sentinel to tell 

The tragic message froze in death; 
Here howling storms in fury pass. 

Here lightnings flash and thunders roll, 
But now no sound is heard alas! 

Save the hot breathings of the soul. 
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Two graves arrest my anxious thought, 

Peaceful, calm, and plain are they. 
Yet 'mong all others they are sought. 

Together wed in friendly clay: 
In life the tenants walk'd one road, 

Helping each other's burdened arm 
To lift gaunt sorrow's crushing load — 

One to resist the shafts of harm. 

Sometimes the fretful shoreaof life 

QuiverM with anguish 'neath the tide. 
Which sweeping onward through the strife 

In murm'ring cadence sweetly died; 
For as it near'd the altar fires 

Where hope and joy together reign'd. 
The madden'd wave recoils, retires. 

With home's bright garland unprofan'd. 

Together they in death's embrace 

Sleep on through changing fleeting years. 
In life they sought each other's face 

. And kiss'd away each other's tears. 
Swept by the sunshine of the sky. 

The flutt'ring curtains of their bed. 
Set with the diamonds from on high 

Flap their bright folds around the dead! 

Though lips are dumb the daisies speak, — 

The ivy lifts its secret prayer — 
The murm'ring breeze or tempest bleak. 

Has each an admonition there: 
Here ev'ry thought attun'd to hear. 

Rises on wings of faith to God, 
And list'ning, may each open ear 

Catch heaven's music from the sod! 
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PAUL'S VICTORY. 

An old man sat in his prison cell, 

His thoughts, like the billows, rose and fell, 

His gray locks wet with the slimy mist. 

As the sea bird's wing with the vapor kiss'd; — 

The fetid dungeon's walls were hung 

With the spider's craft, in the darkness flung. 

And the aged pilgrim bound and alone, 

Lay down on his friendly pillow of stone. 

Without, the stirring bustle of trade 
Swept like the thunderous storm array'd 
With lances of hate and pinions of steel; 
Ne'tjr wiping the dust from hearts that feel. 
The martyr peers through the straggling light 
Which falls.like angels' tears in the night, 
But his chain was the only harp of his soul 
Touched by a hand without his control. 

To-morrow the sun will shine as to-day. 
Gilding the hills with its golden gray; 
But the purpled throne will surely i*ock 
If the martyr goes to the stake or block. 
Will not his cheek blanch at the coming doom 
That chisels his name on the felon's tomb? 
Surely he'll ask but the reason why 
A helpless old man is doomed to die. 

Heroic man! to heaven he brings 

The garlands which earth reserves for her kings, 

Crowning the Lord of eternity. 

Weaving a song for the lips of the free. 

Grasping his pen with vigorous might, 

He dashes the scarring bolts of light 

Athwart the dark, grimy walls of death, 

Like the shivering blast of the tempest's breath! 
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''Ready," he cries, ''to be offered now, 
The faith is kept and I meekly bow, 
Henceforth a crown instead of a chain, 
Henceforth the glory of a righteous reign." 
Thus peacefully down on the block he lay • 
With his f urrow'd cheeks and locks of gray, 
The spirit released from its narrow cell, 
Unchain'd, returns with its God to dwell! 

Ye tyrants! thirsting for blood and renown, 
Remember chains may girdle a crown; — 
The point of a lance — the axe man's steel 
May sunder the gyves the nations feel. 
Not death, but the noble grandeur of life 
Adorned this closing diunui of strife. 
The blood, the tears, the moments of pain 
Were the tests of God on a life of gain! 



^Y^E HAVE SEEN that God is the author of visible in- 
*^m1I rF t^l'^^tual and spiritual light. This blending trinity 
^^=^^ of sublime forces unite in the Giver of all good and 
while their glory is unapproachable by human effort, we may 
get glimpses of their bright effulgence amidst the darkest 
eclipse of the soul's history. Shall the sweet flowers cease to 
look up toward heaven because their variegated outlines are 
not mirrored on the skies^ Shall the skipping lambs cease to 
court the sunshine because they cannot understand the revolu- 
tion of the planets^ Shall the tishes cease their gambols in the 
deep because they cannot philosophically describe the construc- 
tion of their fins? Shall the birds mope and die like wfngless 
moles because their highest notes fail to reach the secrets of 
ornithology? Shall man refuse the light of heaven because the 
mists of time shut out the full blaze of celestial glory? No, a 
thousand fold, no. Seeking nature is God's argument in favor 
of coming to the light. As we stand in the vestibule of our 
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Father's house, our efforts to secure the startling secrets at- 
tending its construction and ultimate destiny are not only 
laudable but imperative. 

The more we know of God's work, the more we will work 
for God. -The mind's expansion in devout contemplation is 
the measure of our piety. Instead of sanctified learning being 
the enemy of religion, it is the guardian of altars; the strength 
of our homes and the defense of the state. It was enthroned 
in the hearts of the Pilgrim Fathers, and before its loving sway 
the forests melted, the savage war-whoop died away, and this 
virgin soul was rescued from barbarism, and from the rugged 
coast of the Atlantic to the golden sands of the Pacific, this 
mighty empire was dotted with the flashing gems of a noble 
civilization. 

We must not forget that interwoven in the fundamental 
elements of our national social compact, the early college life 
of sturdy New England did more to transform her flinty hills 
into the garden of promise — the eden of our hopes — than the 
prowess of her arms or the majesty of her flag. 



RESURRECTION HYMN. 

Burst! all ye rocky bars of death. 

Burst! for the Conq'ror comes to reign, 
God wakes the dead with passing breath. 

And joy usurps the throne of Pain. 
From all the heavenly hills, look down 

Ye angels now amaz'd to see 
The Nazarene receives his crown 

And life unlocks the land and sea! 

Touch'd by the Victor's hand we rise 
Complete in Him and Spirit-born, 

Until by Faith's exultant eyes 
We see the resurrection morn. 
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Joy to the world! with wonder see, 
The gloom around the grave dispel, 

The rising Sun bids shadows flee 

And dashes back the bolts of hell! 

O, grave! where is thy victory? 

And where, O, death! is now thy sting? 
When He who died on Calvary 

Becomes thy Master and thy King! 
Awake, ye sleeping souls, awake! 

Behold your Lord in glory rise, — 
The morning of the world will break 

When he descends the brightning skies. 

THE PLAINS. 

Who stretch'd this arid, treeless waste? 

Tiring the eye with dull immensity; 

Its distant hills lifting their brownM heads toward heaven: 

Scorch'd with their tireless years of drought; — 

Swept by the storm-god's icy breath of winter; 

And lonely in their utter barrenness! 

No cornfields rustle here, and 

No bread for teeming millions grows; — 

Jagged rocks loom toward the skies 

Like Titan temples built by the gods. 

Distant mountains capped with eternal snow. 

Smile on through the centuries in grandeur desolate; 

No pleasant villas buried in flowering vine 

And sweetcn'd with merry-voiced children appear; 

But all is bleak, sear and dead. 

Who stretch'd out this land of death? 

From this grave of lovely nature a voice responds, God! 

Here birds grow homesick and wing their flight 

To sweeter climes; — 
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Bones bleach'd to whiteness, grin a ghastly welcome 

To every form of life. 

Why these fleecy clouds flitting 

O'er this desolation? 

When they do not drop their 

Moisture upon the thirsty earth; 

Perchance, my soul, they are 

Not of earth, but heaven ! 

The outward drapery of the unseen temple; 

The magic plumes of the 

Horses hidden in the mountains of God! 

Who knows but that beyond. 

The angels ride upon the wings of the wind, 

Ready to unlock this charnel house of death 

And let the prison'd spirit try its wings. 

Why this scar on nature's smiling face? 

Why this untimely birth? 

To which the years do not give maturity; 

To teach us that life is not unvarying monotony; 

Antipodal life and death are everywhere. 

The green blade and the sear 

Leaf are nature's book; 

We turn these rustling leaves every day. 

But do not learn. 

By blasting nature God would 

Teach us what a blasted life is; 

No flowers, no fruits, nothing but a grave! 

The past a desolation,^ 

The future a desert! 
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NATIONAL HYMN. 



Land of the noble free! 

Stretched from the sea to sea, 
Ribb'd with the beetling mountain heights, 
Where eagles swoop in their dizzy flights; 
Veined by the rivers' tortuous curves, — 
With a breast of steel and lightning nerves — 
The oaken thew of the forest serves, 

To armor thee. 

Thy sea green pines of old, 

Thy western rim of gold, 
Thy fields adorn'd with their waving grain, — 
Thy granite hills and thy stretch of plain, 
Thy peaks array'd with their bridal plume. 
Thy sparkling lakes with their fringe of bloom- 
The busy whirr of the forge and loom. 

Thy strength unfold! 

Deep in thy hoary rocks. 
Unmoved by thunder shocks; 
Thy pillars hewn by the battle blade 
Are set in sockets which God hath made, — 
With peaceful banners fluttering down 
To dip their folds in thy calm renown, 
Kissing the gems of thy brightest crown, 
Thy herds and flocks. 
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O land! of God and men, 

From ev'ry plain and glen 
Let mercy drop from thy conq'ring spear — 
Like flash of pearl in an angel's tear; 
Here build thy temple where heartthrobs meet, 
Here point the way to the golden street — 
Here stand for truth till the judgment 

Shall say, Amen! 



^^^ OVERNMENT in this country is of the people, and every 
4|^5 man is responsible at the judgment of God and at the 
^^^ bar of his own conscience for the part he plays in the 
enthronement of vice or the triumph of truth. 



DEATH OF GARFIELD. 

A voice, hoarse and low. 
Murmuring like the minstrelsy of pain, 
Choked with sobbing grief and death-wrung tears. 
Finds iron tongues which moan above the slain, 
Chilling the Nation's heart with brooding fears. 

Oh God! how long! how long! 

Must we wail out this song, 

This tidal wave of woe? 

Like the midnight cry. 
When Egypt's mother found her lifeless child, 
And o'er the holocaust the wailing breeze 
Wafted from heart to heart, so sad and wild 
The breath of vengeance — touching but to freeze; 

So the lightning hath wrung 

From ev'ry heart and tongue, 

A mother's mourning sigh. 
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This dark room of death 
Embraces all between the ocean tides, 
The Nation's sky — a canopy of gloom 
Hangs o'er an angel's steps as forth she glides 
To kiss the terror from an open tomb! 

Here we are brothers all, 

We hold alike one pall 

And feel death's icy breath! 

O, Israel's God! 
Between the walls of waters let us go, 
For us the promis'd hope of other years 
Looms up like Horeb from the depths of woe, 
A green, bright isle amid a sea of tears! 

How oft the good must die 

That from the rifted sky 

May fall Thy chust'ning rod! 

Thou art Freedom's son, 
The child of poverty and honest toil 
Thy hand and God's together wrought for thee, 
Until thy peerless name claims native soil 
Wherever men will pray for liberty! 

Put on thy crown of light! 

God gave thee sense of Right, 

And He has said, Well done! 

Beyond the blue sea 
All hearts soem breaking with our sacred grief. 
And lightning soul-throbs make us all akin; 
Humanity would weep around our chief 
To share the glory which he died to win. 

Oh! bravest of the brave! 

The world looks in thy grave, 

'Tis Death's fraternity! 
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O'er this frightful gloom, 
The South looks up with tearful eyes again. 
All thoughts of malice scatter'd in the cloud, 
Which draping all our altars, makes us men, 
Revealing love knit in the Nation's shroud. 

O brothers! let us bring 

Our holy offering. 

And clasp across this tomb! 



^^Jl ERE THE ALTAR of Liberty was reared, kissed by 
If the December snows of a New World, and consecrated 
by prayer. The savage wilderness became the temple 
of God, frescoed by the wintry skies and flitting clouds, which 
covered the latent possibilities of anew born but rising empire. 
Here amid the snow covered hills of New England, was founded 
a kingdom of thought. Driven and pressed by the cruel edicts 
of tyrants, these men — the noblest Spartans of the race — evolved 
from the bloody throes of persecution and oppression, that 
noblebt principle of human government which ever struggled 
through the mists of history up into the sunlight of heaven, 
that Freedom is God's birthright to men! Sneer as you will 
at the Puritanic rigidity of these men; ridicule the severity of 
their religious faith; scoff at their misguided zeal culminating 
in superstition; laugh at their strict observance of the Sabbath, 
and ignore if you will, their entire religious creed; yet with all 
their faults they gave birth to an idea such as the world has 
never witnessed. 

TRIBUTE TO GRANT. 

Thy work is done! 
The silent man speaks now, 
Death crowns the pulseless brow, 
The homage of the world is here, 
The tribute of each heart, a tear, 

For Freedom's son. 
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The Nation's child! 
He saw our stars grow pale 
'Neath clouds of iron hail, — 
He gave us all that man can give 
And to our cries responded, ''Live:" 

Then heaven smiled. 

Triumphant chief! 
Thy sword lies calm and still 
Wreath'd with the victor's skill; 
War's red carnage passed away 
Peace sobs above thy grave today, 

In painful grief. 

No North! no South! 
No longer girt with steel, 
Our cannon think and feel; — 
Warmed by a common blood, we come 
All hate and malice smitten dumb 

At the grave's mouth. 

O'er this bright tomb 
We scatter roses sweet, 
Perfuming garner'd wheat 
Which yields its blessed golden grain 
In future harvests, sown in pain. 

Now in their bloom ! 

O Father! hear! 
We lift our hearts to Thee, 
God of the brave and free, — 
Make this united land Thine own, 
Thyself its ruler, and its throne, 

Forever dear. 
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^Wrgj^E BELIEVE in the law of logic rather than dynamite. 

'M^M'^ Physical force is the argument of mobs and tyrants. 

^^^^^ It may subdue but does not convince. This is a 
government of thought and not brute force. We may be 
obliged in cases of extreme necessity to use the latter to pun- 
ish the few that the many may be preserved; but God forbid 
that this nation should ever be controlled by the thought that 
its strength lies in its armies and martial array. That view of 
national life may do for the expiring taper of dying monar- 
chies; kingly powers that crush their subjects into the very dust 
of abject serfdom where, like qrawling slaves, they kiss the scep- 
tre and the throne; but our skies, our rivers, our mighty for- 
ests, our crowned prairies, our lofty mountains piercing the 
very heavens, our inexhaustible mines, our golden harvests, 
our intellectual and moral achievements, all, all revolt at the 
savage and barbaric intimation that the grandest trophies of 
liberty are stained with blood! 



KATE SHELLEY. 



[Miss Kate Shelley's heroism deserves the plaudits of the 
brave everywhere, and the poet who shall blazon the plucky 
deed in letters of the verse will do her an honor she has earned 
and immortalize himself. On the 6th of January, 1881, a fear- 
ful storm of wind and rain visited Des Moines Valley, Iowa, 
blowing trees and many buildings over. In an hour's time the 
Des Moines river had risen six feet, and Honey creek bridge, 
near where she lived, was destroyed. The first intimation of 
this disaster came to her as she was looking out of her window, 
gazing with awe at the fearful havoc of wind and water, which 
was accompanied with terrible thunder claps and blinding 
flashes of lightning. While looking through the window the 
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headlight of an approaching train was seen through the dark- 
ness, but suddenly as she gazed the light dropped. Immedi- 
ately the fearful truth flashed to her mind, '^The bridge is de- 
stroyed and the train has gone down the abyss." 

She, a child of fifteen years, was the only one about who 
could go out to the place of the wreck. Lighting a lantern, 
hastily donning a waterproof, and with nerve born of the oc- 
casion, she rushes to the dreadful scene. One timl)er of the 
bridge remains; out upon this she crawls, and waving her lan- 
tern, she calls aloud if any one was yet alive. The engineer 
faintly answers, and amid the sad desolation bade the child 
hasten to Moingona, a station a mile distant, and warn the ap- 
proaching express train. 

Between Kate and Moingona is a high trestle bridge, dan 
gerous to cross in daylight, with no storm to terrorize and no 
wind to threaten to cast her down into the waters below. And 
this high trestle bridge is five hundred feet in length! To add 
to the horror of the fearful wind and the beating rain and the 
blinding flashes of lightning and the booming of the heavy 
thunder, the child's light is extinguished. Five hundred feet 
of a high trestle bridge, with the seething, boiling rushing tor- 
rent of waters just beneath, which seem to throw out grasping 
hands to pull her into the abyss. And no lantern! No time 
to tremble, to call for help, or to rest a spell before she makes 
the fearful journey! Every instant of time, every tie of that 
five hundred feet may count a life destroyed! She drops upon 
her hands and knees, and thus crawls as she clinches each tie in 
turn with a grip that is meant to hold — her life and the lives of 
many' others hang upon her success in getting across that valley 
of the shadow of death. She gets across somehow, and weak 
and prostrated with the terrible strain upon her nerves, the 
plucky girl must on, on to the station. As she reaches the 
goal a few words are spoken to the oflScial, and the overtaxed 
girl swoons away. 
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The accident is wired in all directions, and the express 
train is stopped this side of death. The grateful passengers 
made up a handsome purse for their rescuer. The legislature of 
Iowa, after some time, presented Kate Shelley a medal valued 
at $200. The medal represents Kate in the act of crossing the 
high trestle bridge. Above this engraving are the words: 
"Heroism! Youth! Humanity" The reverse side has on it: 
''Presented by the State of Iowa to Kate Shelley, with the 
thanks of the General Assembly, in recognition of the courage 
and devotion of a child of fifteen years, whom neither the ter- 
ror of the elements nor the fear of death could appal in her ef- 
forts to save human life during the terrible storm and flood in 
the Des Moines Valley on the night of January 6, 1881." 
Take off your hats, gentlemen, and do homage to the pluck of 
our countrywoman.] 



The lightning belted thunder king 

Rode forth in sable trappings grand. 
His pinions pluck'd from terror's wing 

Blinded the eyes of ether land. 
The howling storm swept madly by. 

The rain in crashing torrents fell, 
The earth, the air, the frowning sky 

Seem'd belching like the throat of hell! 



Adown the Des Moines valley ran 

The seething blackened flood of death, — 

And lowing herds alarm'd began 

To moan above the storm's wild breath. 

Hark! crashing, creaking timbers grate 

'Neath thunderbolt and crunching flood, — 

Oh God! how cruel is that fate 

Which steeps our brightest hopes in blood. 



138 GOLbEN CLEANINGS. 



A timid maiden looks and sees 

A glimmering headlight stealing on, 
Like phantom star amid the trees 

It flickers, flashes, and is gone! 
At once the awful truth seems plain, 

''The bridge is gone," and down the steep. 
Has rush'd the fated Biadden'd train 

Into the jaws of death to leap. 

She grasps a lantern in her hand 

With quiv'ring nerve and bated breath. 
And at her lofty soul's command 

Goes forth to kiss the vale of death; 
The blinding torrents sheet the air, 

The lurid lightnings scar the night, 
The booming thunders crash and tear 

The savage tempest in its flight. 

She struggles through the blinding storm 
Like sea-bird skimming billows deep, 

Nerv'd by the work which keeps it warm, 
Each blast a step up heaven's steep. 

One timber of the bridge remains, 

And crawling o'er the slip'ry span. 
Her hands benumb'd with stinging pains. 

She listens for the voice of man. 
Beneath the broken bridge there lies 

The pulseless engine dead and chill. 
And from the vortex feeble cries 

Come stealing o'er that iron will. 

''On to Moingona," faintly came 

From 'neath the debris of that wreck, 

Go, child of rescue! God will name 

The jewels flashing round thy neck. — 
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The thand'ring express soon will come 
With hundred souls of living freight, 

O God! we freeze with anguish dumb 
To see them hurling on to fate. 

A mile away the station light 

Looms up a fitful spark of fire — 
Now kindling 'neath the brow of night, 

Now lost in gloom's prophetic ire. 
Five hundred feet of trestle binds 

The black abysmal lips of gloom, 
O'er which the slender railing winds 

Like gauzy bridge across a tomb. 

Her lantern carves the blackness through, 

Its glimmering rays of gold between, 
Like fringe of sunshine, warm and true, 

The tassell'd glory of the scene! 
Fiercer the roaring winds swept by. 

When lo! the light is smitten dead. 
The storm beneath, around, on high, 

FlappM its black wings about her head. 

Weary, faint and drench'd she goes 

With aching nerves and reeling brain 
Across the bridge — how, heaven knows, 

To warn the onward coming train; 
On hands and feet from tie to tie, 

Clutching the timbers in her grip, 
She slowly moves, intent to die 

Or signal death with quiv'ring lip. 

Five hundred feet! O God, how long 
The trestle seems that awful night! 

Each foot a groan in Horror's song, 
Measured by lightning flash of light! 
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With bleeding hands and pain intense 
She creeps along the verge of death, - 

Her soul the only light of sense, 
The torch of God in ev'ry breath. 



At last the dreadful task is done, 

The station reach'd, the signal told. 
She faintJ^ amid the battle won. 

The swooning victor, great and bold; 
Far through the thunderbolts of light 

And blacken'd caverns of the storm, 
There flash'd unseen l)y mortal sight 

God's breath of warning swift and warm. 



The train is stopp'd — the yawning grave 

Is cheated by the daring maid, — 
Praise crowns the battle of the brave 

Whose hand was in her Father's laid! 
With face uplifted to the skies, 

An hundred souls with joy aglow, 
Sobb'd out the speech of tearful eyes 

"Praise God from whom all blessings flow." 



Prairie flower! bloom on for aye, 

Embalm'd on mem'ry's leaf we bring 
Thy deeds which brighten o'er the way 

Like skies touch'd by the gold of spring. 
Adown the centuries time will thrill 

The harp within thy childish hand. 
While music sweet as heaven will 

Pour forth to kiss thy native land. 
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^^■^^ OLITICAL CAPITAL manufactured from sectional hate, 

fi whether found North or South, is the mouldy, moss- 
grown stock in trade of bankrupt demagogues and 
ought to be avoided as the stenchful sewage of a past age! It 
is not patriotism, but rabid partisanship. Patriots love their 
country as a whole and do not slice it up as they would cheese, 
to suit their fastidiousness or their caprice. We are brothers all. 
The same stars are above us, and we give allegiance to the same 
flag, and hope in the same future destiny. Let us forget and 
bury the ghastly memories of the past, which like venomous 
serpents would poison the very flowers which bloom over the 
graves of our dead! We have had hate, malice, bitterness and 
blood enough, God knows; now may we open our hearts to the 
sunlight of a new era and invite the angel of Peace, radiant with 
good-will, love and forgiveness, into our councils and our lives! 
Let Alexander have his Babylon, let Coesar have his Gaul, let 
Hannibal have his Italy, and Napoleon his Borodino; these are 
but pebbles dropped from the hand of God into the current of 
time; — the coflSned greatness of martial glory — but our bright- 
est victories, our grandest achievements, glittering like jewels 
on our escutcheon, will be the triumphs of peace — the stars 
over which the angels sing and devout men rejoice! 



THE WAITING WIFE. 

Twelve o'clock! it is getting late. 

The wind moans mournfully without; 
Is that his step now at the gate? 

Hark! no, it is the foot-fall of a doubt. 
I am cold, O God! what next? 

This fireless hearth cannot keep one warm, 
My sermon freezes to its chilling text. 

Howling its icy anguish in the storm. 
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Come, Charley, from your sweet dreams awake, 

Go, seek your papa at the old saloon. 
Here, your young heart, not so quick to break. 

Will brave the night as well as rosy noon. 
My voice trembles — will he come I wonder. 

Tell him — my brain reels — tell him, will you. 
That the white stones of the graveyard yonder 

Point to a home where hearts are always true. 

Tell him that baby darling calls his name 
And twists her chubby fingers in my hair. 

As if the shackles of her papa's shame 

Were knotted in the golden ringlets there! 

Her dimpled cheek, pressed to my burning brow. 
Cools my hot temples like the autumn's breath. 

How sweet the tender smile of blessing now 

While walking through the dismal vale of deathi 

Go, my brave l)oy, his loving child and mine. 

Perhaps the sight of you will nerve his arm 
To smite the demon in the glass of wine, 

And turn his footsteps from the paths of harm. 
Tell him that the lamp is burning on the stand 

And that your mother waits until he come, — 
That rags cannot whip out the good and grand 

Which still illumes the broken wreck of home! 

Gone! how the wild blasts shriek tonight, 

How slowly the dreary hours creep on! 
I wonder if my act was clearly right, — 

Is that blush the harbinger of dawn? 
List! No, it is the snow rattling against the pane. 

Will they never come? — how our darling sleeps; 
She does not feel the scorching tears that stain 

My cheeks — no, for an angel never weeps. 
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Sleep on, sweet dreamer, for in thy dreams 

The startling phantoms that wing their flight 
Are but the silent shadows of the beams 

Which quiver in the heavenly arch of light. 
God grant thou mayst know but these, 

Then all thy pangs will be but painted toys, 
For visions do not cause the heart to freeze, 

Nor drive their daggers through our dearest joys. 

I wait, — O God, is this the duty of a wife? 

Must I freeze the creeping flesh upon the bone, 
And wring the warm blood from the heart of life 

To leave its mark upon a soulless stone! 
Did I court these cutting chains when young? 

I know I did not see the blood upon them then! 
They were not slimy from the serpent's tongue. 

But now they bind me to the worst of men. 

Hark! here they come — my husband and my boy. 

Come dear ones let us stir the dying fire. 
How my heart leaps to-night with joy. 

What can I do? my hands will never tire. 
Sit there my husband; Charley, you come here. 

You look so cold, but hearts are warm within, 
The sunshine breaks whenever love is near, 

And pardon melts the strongest chains of sin! 

O Father! bless our ransom'd home tonight. 

Hold our trembling hearts in thine own hand. 
Help us to bless, forgive and do the right, 

And in the image of th}^ son we'll stand. 
Then through the gloomy storms of coming years 

The golden strands of happiness will run, 
And faces mirror'd in a sea of tears 

Will smile to see the triumphs we have won! 
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PROHIBITION IS the living vital issue of the day and it 
^^' will not down at the imperious beck of any political 
mountebank. The dominant successful party of the 
near future will be that party which incorporates prohibition 
as the talismanic watchword of its life. Rest assured that no 
party half drunk and half sober can long survive the fires of 
this moral conflict. The party which dares not to do right be- 
cause it is right must die, or become the open ally of the saloon. 
The crystallization of forces is the only hope in every moral 
reform, and in order to crystallize the clean elements of polit- 
ical life there must of necessity be a moral plane where they 
can gather; a plane untarnished by smoking distilleries, brew- 
eries and saloon keepers. 

Until our love for country and humanity becomes greater 
than our love of party, little can be accomplished. 



THE EXODUS TO THE FREE NORTH 

Alas! the morning star of hope is dimm'd 

And masters crush'd beneath the serried lines of steel 
Are rising from the wreck, once battle rimm'd, 

To set with blood and bones their vessel's broken keel. 
Homeless and undone we wept above their closing graves 

And listened to the tales of sorrow, want and strife, 
Almost forgetting in the sympathy of slaves 

That we were men brought back to liberty and life. 

Their little ones and ours gamboled 'neath the sun 

And sailed their leaky boats across the placid stream; 
The peaceful fishing rod and less fraternal gun 

Were intermingled like the ancient prophet's dream. 
The cotton fields were smiling 'neath our well-trained hand, 

And Peace had kissed our verdant hills once more; 
War roU'd in stain'd garments, slept throughout the land, 

And pruning hooks displaced the cannon's awful roar. 
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False beacon! since beneath the silent glassy wave 

The jutting rocks like tusks are rending the fond heart 
Which beats its throbbing march where restless billows rave 

And ocean life in warming gulf streams flow and start! 
So, far below the calm, benignant smile of life 

Deep anguish, like a vulture gleaning his repast, 
Sinks its talons deeply, stain'd with blood and strife 

And leaves the wave unruffled by a passing blast. 

The rights of men bequeathed through blood and fire 

Become the ramparts of the old oppressor's hate, 
And Freedom, rising from the slave-besotted mire, 

Takes up her chains to bind the Ship of State! 
Limbs bleeding from the gashes of the whip and hound, 

And faces scarred with years of pain and toil. 
Turn from the slave-huts where mind and soul are bound. 

And, loathing life, weep their adieu to native soil. 

Northward the weary and foot-sore column swings 

Its dusky blackness and the pent up grief of years; 
While the red bolts of Justice, sped on lightning-wings. 

Are burning through the unheeding scars and tears. 
Like Israel, the sacred ark of God is borne 

With bondmen freed by an Almighty hand! 
The sword which smites the bleeding ranks already torn 

Will turn its edge against the wielder's smitten land! 

O ye who give for bread the serpent and the stone 

Recall the coward's spleen that hides the poison'd fang, 
Roll out your trumpet's call with no uncertain tone. 

And make your shame a lie, from every hamlet sang. 
Then heaven will kiss your blighted fields again 

And mercy smile your pardon from the courts above, 
When God'>5 own image, erect, restored in men, 

Shall not be crush'd in hate, but tower in love! 

10 
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%^\J^ THAT DRINKS is in imminent danger of a drnnk- 
flr ard^s death and a drunkard's he)I, and he that gives it 
to another becomes a participant in his ruin, and he is 
stained with the blood of a soul. Government clings to the 
traffic because of the revenue it derives from the accursed thing. 
It hardens the public conscience into sordid gold. It 
. would paint our public buildings with the blood of our boys! 
It would smother the screams, the groans, the agony, the burst- 
ing hearts and the blinding sorrow of the Nation's homes with 
money! It would set a premium on crime and then chuckle 
over the proceeds as an evidence of statesmanship. Rememl)er 
that God has dechired that righteousness oxalteth a Nation. 
Human law cannot make the vilest crime righteousness. Human 
legislation cannot transmute the code of hell into the Sermon 
on the Mount. This is our position: 

1. No government has a right to institute, sanction and 
uphold laws which destroy and impoverish its own citizens. 

2. No government has a right to establish places where 
nothing but drunkards and criminals are made. 

To destroy ourselves at the rate of sixty thousand per year 
is National suicide. li is a mockery of reason and common 
sense. To license saloons with the full knowledge that their 
only work will be to manufacture criminals, to prey upon soci- 
ety, is like cutting off your foot because some fool offers you a 
nickle for the transaction! But does the liquor traffic pay? 
Suppose that to-morrow morning the whole business in this 
great country would cease. Suppose that for one year not one 
cent would be spent for liquor as a beverage. At the end of 
the year we have nine hundred millions of dollars in the pock- 
ets of the people that we cannot now have. Where would 
these nme hundred millions go? This enormous sum would 
then bo spent for flour, meat, shoes, clothing, and whatever 
w©uld be useful in the home. It would require an angel's 
tongue to paint the sunshine and the joy carried with this stream 
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of wealth. Every legitimate line of trade would brighten and 
quicken with the pulses of a new life. We should hear no 
more about overproduction. That notion would be answered 
at once and forever. But we are told the liquor traflBc makes 
business. It spends money for drink that should be spent for 
groceries, clothing and boots; it keeps hollow-eyed wives wait- 
ing for drunken husbands until the morning; it creates brawls, 
fights and prostitution; it makes work for the police, the law- 
yers and the hangman; it makes industrious men lazy, vaga- 
bonds and criminals; it transforms the beautiful, cultured young 
man into a loathesome, bloated, friendless wretch; it changes the 
loving husband and father into a brutal demon, without feel- 
ing or character; it fills our jails, penitentiaries and asylums 
with its victims; it strangles the joy and love of home, swims 
in the fires of lust, revels in blasphemy and profanity, rejoices 
in theft and brigandage, causes assassination and murder, fills 
untimely graves, wrecks character and hope, and peoples the 
purlieus of perdition! 



TRIBUTE TO BRYANT. 

Fallen! fallen! the loved one — 
But the rifted clouds above our head 
Become a chariot for the dead, 

Ending a race nobly run; 
And while our quick'ning pulses tire. 
Need we to hear or lips inquire 
Beside this broken harp and lyre. 

Whose crown is won! 

O'er his dust the daisies weep; 
He wove their beauties into song; 
Now they would still his praise prolong 

Nor let his memory sleep; 



148 GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 



Embalmed in an eternal prayer 
The changing seasons write with care 
His glorious record everywhere, 
Loud and deep. 

Who is dead? who is he? tell! 
Earth, wood, and valley, why not speak? 
Answer ye hills and mountain peak! 

'Twas you he loved so well; 
Now that your master's tongue is still 
Speak! and the trembling measures fill 
Upon his harp of vale and hill, 

A sad farewell. 

No poet's dazzling fire now 
Can light the torch so grandly spent, 
Or hold the crown so rudely rent 

From Bryant's classic brow; 
A rainbow kindled through our tears, 
His eye reflects the light of years 
And clouds and darkness disappears 

Where millions bow. 

He lived for others' good, — 
Tipped with fire his mighty pen 
Struck off the chains of fettered men, 

Doing all that mortal could; 
Relying on the God of might . 
He yielded not but to the right, 
For duty was the star of light 

Where'er he stood. 

Cold in the grave he lies; 
Sleep on, our brother! rest is sweet 
Where lilies fold their winding sheet 

With sadden'd, moisten'd eyes; 
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While earth holds out her hand to thee, 
God clothes her hills with poetry, 
And thy bright spirit's wings are free 
To mount the skies! 

Nature would our sage enthrone, 
But, jealous of her dower'd grace. 
We bring the tribute of our race 

More durable than stone; 
For if we now renounce our claim, 
Nature's rebuke would be our shame — 
Not all the music of his name, 

Is her's alone. 

Sleeping bard! serene and grand! 
We mourn thy loss and yet rejoice 
That three-score years thy pen and voice 

Were felt throughout the land; 
With thankful hearts that thou wast given 
To see our blindness thundeir-riven, — 
Piercing the clouds of earth and heaven. 

We clasp thy hand! 



*^5^LIND PARTISANSHIP is death to every moral senti- 
1^^ ment. Some believe in a party because it is old. If I 
had a mania for fossils that view might attract me. Sin 
is old enough to be respectable, if antiquity is to furnish the 
livery of samtship. Some believe in a party because of its 
name. A name to live when we are dead is condemned in the 
scriptures. Some believe in a party because of what the party, 
under that name, accomplished somewhere away off in the past. 
That is something like banking on the character of your great 
grandfather, or whittling a little god out of the tombstone that 
marks the spot of buried greatness! Now we treasure with 
fpndest memory and transcendant delight the good that any or 
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all parties have wrought out for this incomparable nation — this 
mighty and wonderful goveniment. This free soil, this slave- 
less empire, this national supremacy, this security of life and 
property, this undimmed flag, this valorous history pregnant 
with the lustre of noble deeds; all, all these compose a legacy 
which is intensely American, and therefore it is mine! How- 
ever this may be, it betrays ignorance of the genius of our gov- 
ernment, or blind infatuated bigotry to form my present polit- 
ical affiliations on the doubtful basis of past history. New is- 
sues are to be met and there must be new life to meet them. 
That party is my party, which will express authoritatively my 
moral convictions on the living issues of the present time, and 
grapple with them with that energy and assurance born of 
righteousness and God! 



THE DRUNKARD'S SONG. 

Along life's devious way 

I cast a ling'ring glance and heave a sigh; 
O'erwhelmed with the gloom of e1)bing day 

I'm left alone to die. 

Once beauty touched my cheek 

And sunny ringlets cluster'd round my brow, 
My words were such as only lov'd ones speak, 

I seem to hear them now. 

One dark and doleful night 

A demon stagger'd to my cheerfid cot; 
My trembling wife benumb'd with dread and fright 

Shrunk from that fatal spot. 

Want pinch'd our meagre store 

And Plenty from our fairest visions fled; 
My children ask'd as they had oft before, 

And vainly cried for bread. 
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My weary wife lay down, 

Worn and sad with watching, tears and strife; 
She left her babes to grasp her waiting crown 

On the bright shore of Life! 

My children one by one 

Were torn from my cold and chill embrace; 
I fancy I can hear them hail the dawn 

And see each smiling face. 

Alone I wander now 

And madly clasp the demon to my breast; 
I crown him master as I cringe and bow 

Before each stern behest. 

I see the drunkard's grave, 

Its wretched coffin and its upturned sod; 
E'en now I touch the angry, blistering wave 

Which hides me from my God! 



"^^RINCIPLE IS the vertebra of character. Without it 
money deludes, sociality is the cloak of knavery, and 
talent collapses. The lack of principle makes the 
banker a thief, the drone a tramp, and the preacher a hypo- 
crite. 

HOMELESS. 

Oh! where is my home? 

Go ask of the wild 
That shelters in silence 

Adversity's child; — 
Go ask of the brook 

As it flows to the sea. 
What worth were its smiles. 

What joy its bright glee? 



162 GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 



The willows are there 

And bend to the breeze, 
But this wretched heart 

Seems aching to freeze; 
No more shall I feel 

That I have a home, 
Poor^ friendless, forsaken! 

In sadness I roam. 

The beasts of the desert 

Have cavenis to flee, — 
The birds of the air 

Have nests and are free; 
And the fishes that swim 

In the leap of the wave. 
All, all have a home 

And I but a grave! 

The snowflakes may fall 

And whiten the ground, 
The wings of the storm-king 

Spread gladness around; 
Kind words may be spoken, 

Warm hearts may be free,- 
The felon has friends, 

But who cares for me^ 

No matter what snow 

Or cold, crackling sleet 
May fall on my head 

Or freeze at my feet; 
No matter what tears 

May dim the hot eye. 
Not a friend bids me hope, 

All wish me to die! 
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Go ask of the storm 

That sweeps the dark cloud, 
If its pinions will knit 

The threads of my shroud! 
And when I am gone 

Weep not over me. 
Friendless I've lived. 

In peace let me be! 



fHE PROSPERITY of the South ought to be ours. 
Bound together b}'^ the closest ties of fraternity and in- 
^ terest, we cannot aftbrd to be unjust or mtolerant. The 
great barrier between us has been removed. The cancer has 
sloughed away and the wound is almost healed. The tasselled 
corn and the blooming cotton must henceforth glow in the 
same great field. The lake chain of the North must hold the 
anchor of brotherhood, dropped into the mighty gulf of the 
South! The stars on our flag, symbolizing the restored States 
of the Union, must burn in the nation's heart as well as illum- 
inate its flag; and then their presence will not flaunt a lie be- 
fore the gaze of mankind! 



WE ALL BUT LIVE TO DIE. 

I asked the aged oak that stood 

Beside the outskirts of the wood, 

Why it so old and shapely grew 

And battled ev'ry gale that blew; 
It whisper'd harshly in my ear 
In words, though trite, yet quite sincere, 
Until at last a loud shrill cry 
Re-echoed, '*We but live to die!" 
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I asked a tiny little flower 
Just bursting from the dewy bower, 
What was the power that gave it birth 
And why its leaves adorn'd the earth; 
It pointed upward to the light 
That first explored the gloom of night, 
Then dropp'd its petals with a sigh, 
'^My friend, we all but live to die.'' 

I asked a young man proud and gay 

If life to him was but a day, 

The hours of which would swiftly be 

Lost in a dark eternity! 

He turn'd an anxious gaze within. 
Soiled with the hopeless years of sin, 
And this response flash'd up the sky, 
''My God! my God! how can I die?" 

I asked a hoary-headed sire 
Who felt no more the youthful fire, 
If no gigantic arm could save 
Nor stay the hunger of the grave; 

His wrinkles gleam'd with sadden'd woe 
'Neath ringlets white as fleecy snow 
From quiv'ring lips came this reply, 
*''Tis God who made all things to die!" 



OVE IS the Thermopylae of every heart. Christ alone 
6j|j^^ is conqueror here. The realm of human life will do 
^^r^) homage when this approach is secured. Nothing is too 
much to do for a king who reigns by love, and secures the 
throne by the golden link of that fraternity which makes the 
race one and God its Father! If it is Christ's mission to destroy 
national distinctions, it is ours to forgive personal animosities 
and rise above the tide of resentment. 
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THANKSGIVING POEM, 1880. 

Wave? snowy plumes of Northern pine, 

Magnolias bow ye to the breeze, 
Let your mute teaching blot the line 

Which Hate would stretch between the seas. 
Ye mountain gorges! cleft by God, 

Awake your echoes in our ears, 
Ye hills and plains by freemen trod. 

Give back the thrilling voice of years! 

Upon New England's'flinty rocks 

Our fathers laid this temple's plan, 
Its timbers hewn by battle-shocks 

Were dove-tail'd in the rights of man; 
The right to pray, the right to think, 

Were written on the sun-lit dome, 
From craggy height to ocean brink 

Men dropp'd their chains and found a home! 

From Plymouth sped our Goddess on 

Until she touched our golden slope. 
Her dazzling tresses, wove in one, 

Blaz'd with Columbia's stars of hope! 
Linking the steam to lightning flash, 

She stretch'd her sceptre o'er the land, 
While harness'd streams and rivers dash 

Their gold to greet her iron hand! 

Though })linded for awhile she flung 

The bandage from her sightless eyes, 
And angels heard her loosen'd tongue 

With holy rapture in the skies, 
A slaveless empire! learn it well 

Ye lords who barter souls of men, 
We scorn the blasting scourge of hell 

Which broke its chains o'er Lincoln's pen! 
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From tall Nevada's flinty peaks 
To hazy Allegheny's green, 
The priesthood of old nature speaks 

From altars built by hands unseen. 
Give up ye South! ye North, give back! 
Let heaven's smile your honor woo; 
Close ranks along the Nation's track — 
A wall of hearts to shelter you. 

This land is God's! since oceans bore 
The hunted exile on tlieir waves, 

To rear a Nation on this shore 

Uncurs'd by tyrants or their slaves; 

Here round these granite hills He flung 
The Everlasting Arms of might, 

And bore our empire frail and young 
Into the hope of Freedom's light. 

This land is God's! our labor yields 

From mine and forge a sure reward, 
And plenty clothes the smiling fields 

With vesture woven by the Lord! 
The spindle's hum — the plow boy's song — 

The wings of commerce on the sea — 
The creaking engine, swift and strong, 

Bespeak the glory yet to be. 

Oh, dear Republic! hope of earth! 

With all thy giant sinews strung, 
Compel the foes which scorn'd thy birth 

To laud thy fame with willing tongue. 
Arise! and snap the prison bars 

That buttress ev'ry despot's throne. 
And write above thy flashing stars, 

The Lord is King, and He alone! 



GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 157 



w 



GRIT. 

RIT IS the indefinable conundrum propounded by Yankee 
ingenuity; the cabalistic divining rod of lazy magi- 
cians; and the concrete apex of common sense, grated, 
polished and rounded, by the sharp grater of human experi- 
ence! Like the fabled oracle of Delphos, its thrilling and pro- 
phetic deliverances are now moulded and controlled largely by 
the whimsical des»res and caprice of its ardent votaries. 

Many a young man worships at this shrine who snuflFs no 
more of the battle of life than he inhales from the cut glass bot- 
tle of meagre dimensions furnished by his apothecar3^ He 
waves his handkerchief gracefully, swings his diminutive cane 
symmetrically, spends his father's money lavishly and dreams 
of kingdoms yet to come and foemen worthy of his steel. 

Grit is not the witless wit of buffoonery, which dies with- 
out bread, character, or (xod. The man who undertakes to 
live by his wit is an insolvent capitalist whose notes go to pro- 
test in every bank where intelligence exchanges its products. 
Wit will not swing the ax, build steamships, lay out railroads, 
sow, reap, or spin! It has no spinal column, cannot walk 
erect, and therefore crawls. It drags itself over the skeleton 
frame work of nobility, and some times crowns itself upon the 
throne established by preceding conquerors. It is lazy, mean 
spirited, and sordid. It bedraggles the fair plumage of quick 
repartee in the oozy mire of inaction. Wit has its place in 
character and history, but when it masquerades in the armor of 
grit it furnishes the sorry spectacle of a boy too small for his 
clothes. 

Such a unique combination is always demoralizing to the 
boy, and frequently ends in the superfluous attire becoming 
rent-a-ble! A laugh is sometimes a tonic, but a man who would 
attempt to live on laughing, will be laughed at. Wit is a good 
paint to beautify and adorn, but is poor material with which to 
build. Pugnacity is frequently mistaken for grit. If a man 
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is combative, irritable, peppery, always ready to fight, he is 
classed with bull-dogs and snapping turtles, and is said to be 
gritty. This false parlance, spawned in the dense darkness of 
unlimited night and sinister ignorance, ought to be forever elim- 
inated from the vocabulary of respectable common sense. The 
swagger of the bully is always the froth of cowardice. 

The Cjesar, the Alexander, the Bonaparte in embryo, is 
usually a boy who makes war upon worms, bugs, flie.s, and 
cats. His grit is power, supremacy and government, without 
a modicum of honor or true courage. Rule, kingship without 
truth, integrity and sympathy l)ecomes the blind unreasoning 
tyranny of force — the slave of madness and the tool of unholy 
revenge. Grit counts the stops toward its throne — pugnacity 
''gets there" without caring how. The former grounds its 
hopes upon the fundamental principle of righteous thinking, 
the latter depends on the rapidity and weight of its blows. To 
conquer men we must have something beside the battle-ax. The 
sword may cut oft* a shrub, but it cannot furnish sap for the 
tiniest rootlet. The destruction of life is not power, but its 
nourishment and development is. 

Many things in this world ought to be smashed, and God 
commissions men to smash them; but the pleasure of smashing 
them is to be found in the fact that the smasher is in the line of 
God's command and the verdict of conscience, and not that he 
inflicts pain. The Samaritan heals broken bones, but the high- 
wayman breaks them. Pruning hooks are preferable to spears 
in promoting fruitage. Above all, do not apply the misnomer 
'*grit" to that species of courage found most highly developed 
in the wrong end of the evolution train, where hyenas, ser- 
pents and wild cats furnish the music and the entertainment. 
Sometimes cold, cynical criticism is supposed to be grit. A boy 
learns a few facts and — mushroom like — grows enough in one 
night to astound his teacher with his impertinence and critical 
questions. 
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^ He designs now to beat his professor and not to learn, and 
he foolishly imagines that his pent up bravado, emitting its fre- 
quent and brilliant scintillations of slumbering genius, is the 
highest type of grit. His father, proud of the precocious 
youth, boasts to gaping neighbors of the wonderful proficiency 
of his boy and gravely wonders when they will get a teacher 
who will keep ahead of him! At the end of the term the boy's 
grade is not up to the average and the father is nonplussed and 
shocked. He mildly hints that there must be favoritism and 
partiality. The boy is not dull, but he has made a wrong use 
of his powers. The strength expended to entangle the teacher 
would have carried him bravely through his lessons. Will a 
man be so foolish as to break his teeth on bones when there is 
meat to eat? 

How many wise men know all about preaching, and yet 
they could never get to Thirdly, if they practiced a thousand 
years. They criticise rhetoric, criticise articulation, criticise 
gestures, criticise matter until simple minded people really 
think they know how it ought to be done. A personal demon- 
stration of their extensive knowledge and colossal erudition 
would likely culminate in a hasty benediction without the slight 
formality of an Amen. Criticism is not grit. It is not always 
wisdom, but may be the prattle of fools and the jargon of imbe- 
cility. 

Revenge is not grit. Revenge is sweet only to an impure 
heart. It is the silly attempt of sinful and perverted powers 
to claim the prerogative of Deity, and distribute the puni- 
tive justice of the Almighty. A revengeful man may be en- 
tirely destitute of grit. He may punish an enemy, but he low- 
ers himself in the scale of being. But what is revenge? 
Certainly the motive is everything. If the exposure or punish- 
ment you inflict is consummated with the purpose of causing 
some person suflFering, irrespective of the relation between such 
suffering and the immortal principle of right thinking and right 
doing, it is revenge of the worst type; but if, on the other 
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hand, your cardinal and supreme purpose is to establish truth 
and righteousness in the earth, the personal suflFering you inflict 
may be incidental, unavoidable and necessary. In the latter 
case your best friend may be the victim, and if he is not a better 
friend of truth than of you, he is not worthy of your friend- 
ship. The higher law of human association is God! He whose 
friendship does not emanate from this throne of light, will turn 
his back upon you when moles and bats darken the dim win- 
dows of his soul; forgetting that the sun is still in mid-heaven, 
irradiating and flooding the chambers of darkness with the 
golden light of coming glory. Do not cause any one suflFering 
if you can usher in the millenium without it, but if you cannot 
attain this object without occasioning pain, bring on the mil- 
lenium! Some persons mistakenly suppose that mastery is 
grit. With them majorities are infallible and kings are divine. 
It requires no grit to hold a sceptre when you come to the 
kingdom for this purpose. To be born great is the highest 
calamity. It prevents you becoming great after you are born! 
Mastery may mean political chicanery instead of virtue; colum- 
biads instead of conscience; selfishness instead of God. It may 
be shared by sluggers like Sullivan, butchersjike Napoleon, and 
tyrants like Nero. Mastery is not triumph. Satan's mastery 
in the garden opened all the poisoned sluice-ways of hell. How 
•we attain mastery is much more important than examining the 
crown jewels after the coronation. It takes real grit to get 
the throne by proper methods and the same quality is required 
for the proper administration of power. To attain mastery 
righteously is noble, to use it wisely is God-like. The gaseous, 
voluble talker does not know what grit is. Any body or sub- 
stance constantly eflfervescing will throw off" its life in vaporous 
diflfusiveness. Human ingenuity cannot utilize escaping steam, 
neither can any one but our Maker ever use the garrulous 
boaster for any legitimate useful purpose that w^e can see, ex- 
cept it is to test the patience and forbearance of the balance of 
mankind. He always speaks of himself. Possibly he imagines 
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that is the only subject in this wide creation worthy of his no- 
tice. You have doubtless seen and heard the gentleman. You 
would suppose he was older than Methusaleh, wiser than Solo- 
mon, braver than David, and infinitely more cunning than 
Simon Magus! Fleas have their mission, flies are providen- 
tial, but the peculiar conditions of human existence calling for 
the advent of the little creature now under consideration have 
never been revealed, and seem altogether unrevealable. Whether 
you view him retrospectively or prospectively the eflect is the 
same. He has accomplished wonders in the past, and he is al- 
ways about to accomplish wonders in the immediate future. If 
you will only wait a little while he will condescend to allow you 
to participate in the celebration of his daring exploits. Shrewd 
cunning is not grit. Driving sharp bargains and enriching 
ourselves by mercenary greed is no more evidence of grit than 
that a cyclone indicates a peculiar phase of the moon. What 
the world calls success is often the saddest failure. A brown 
stone front built by oppression or cunning, becomes the monu- 
ment of vice, the eulogy of sin, the crown of hell! Success 
that befogs conscience, destroys morality, stifles the voice of 
God, injures our fellows, closes heaven, is too dear at any 
price. On the other hand, unnoticed by the glaring eye of 
society, hidden away in the murky dimness and abject squalor 
of some lonely cellar or atic, a brave, unrepining heart, un- 
moved by the pinching blasts of winter and the gnawing teeth 
of hunger, is weaving the web of life that will reveal the golden 
threads of virtuous self-sacrifice, resplendent with the immortal 
lustre of imperishable glory! 

Who would not rather walk alone with God in the rags of 
poverty than ride to the pit in the blazing chariot of worldly 
success? 

The proverbial faultfinder sometimes consoles himself with 
the illusion that this execrable habit is but the gushing super- 
abundance of grit. While there are many things in our social, 
political, and moral life with which every right-minded man 
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must find fault and must vehemently antagonize; yet we must 
discriminate and cautiously avoid the extremes of laudation 
or condemnation, lest the impartiality and circumspection of a 
well poised judgment be lost in the blind and unreasoning in- 
stincts of a mere mania. 

The aberrations and absurdities of the faultfinder are some- 
times ludicrous in the extreme. 

It is said of the historian Hallam that on one occasion he 
spent the evening in dispute and discussion. Going to his 
room with his tongue tipped with contradiction and faultfinding, 
he heard the night patrol call the hour of one beneath his win- 
dow as was his habit. Hallam dashed up the window and 
shouted, '*You lie, it lacks a quarter of a minute of it!" 

Doubtless this was amusing to the watchman, but it was 
also injurous to the speaker. A torch is a good thing to apply 
sometimes, but if in in its application, the torch-bearer burns 
oft' his own hand, it disqualities him for future incendiarism. 

The frog which is always croaking will never catch flies 
enough to satisfy the reasonable demands of appetite. The 
man looking for spots on the sun always blackens the media of 
observation. This opaque quality which keeps out the light of 
the sun will also prevent you seeing the beauty of rivers, 
mountains, land-scapes, birds and flowers. 

Smoked glass is the thing you need in looking for sun 
spots, but the crystalline lens of unobstructed vision must be 
called into requisition when you look for beauty, bread or 
worth. The man who spends all his time looking for spots will 
himself become a spot, so unsavory, loathsome and detested 
that humanity will rejoice to see the pale horse stamp it out! 
While the subtle and mysterious presence of grit may have thus 
far eluded our keenest research and analysis, we cannot aban- 
don our search amid the cobwebs which negation and conjec- 
ture have woven across our pathway. Grit is a reality and not 
a ghostly apparition. It is a proper sense of right. It grows 
and developes in the light. Its victories are based upon the 
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luminous adjustment of moral rectitude in the conscience. It 
is the incarnation of soul life. It gives to every man his due, 
commensurate with the facts known and never stealthily assas- 
sinates* It despises hypocrisy, insinuation and unfairness. It 
aims to destroy wrong principles rather than men. It never 
exults over misfortune, never laughs at the funeral of an enemy. 
It enthrones the truth. Whatever battle it fights, whatever 
sacrifice it makes, whatever victory it wins, its weapons and its 
trophies are found in this citadel of massive strength. While 
dreamy warriors are lying in their trenches, or building earth- 
works which are decidedly earthy, or consulting the topography 
of the enemy's country or the statistical report of his armies, 
'^grit" dashes in and plants its banner where all the world may 
see. In the estimate of true grit fighting on the right side is 
alw;!ys a victory. A victory over wrong impulses, wrong as- 
pirations, wrong motives, wrong action, whether individual or 
collective, is a victory over which God smiles though we stand 
alone in the fight. To be in harmony with God and conscience 
is the grandest heroism. The giants of whom the world has 
not been worthy have been those who have stood with their faces 
towards the opening gates of the morning, rather than those 
who have looked through the dusky twjlight of the evening to- 
ward the eventful past. 

The latter class read and chronicle the epochs of history, 
the former class make history. The chroniclers write down 
what the others do. Galileo walked among the stars; his biog- 
raphers tell us where he walked. Cohimbus saw across the At- 
lantic; historians tell us what an acute eyesight Columbus had. 
Patrick Henry saw the oppression of England when the minions 
of the king cried ' 'Treason." After more than a century 
has passed we have concluded that Patrick Henry was right. 
Fulton conceived the idea that a steamboat could navigate the 
Hudson; we think now that the undertaking is feasible and prac- 
ticable. Morse thought electricity might be used in the trans- 
mission of news; we think so too. Wendell Phillips said slav- 
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ery was sinful; we are all on that side now. Abraham Lincoln 
said the nation could not exist half slave and free. Four years 
of bloody war, the freedom of the slave and nearly a quar- 
ter of a century of prosperity have almost brought us to that 
point of mental outlook occupied by Lincoln before a blow was 
struck. In other words, we can read history almost as well after 
it is made as these prophetic seers could read it before it was 
made, and "was yet without form and void." The fanatics of 
one age are frequently the heroes of another. The torch of 
our higher civilization always quivers along the picket line of 
the advancing army of human progress. We imagine it re- 
quires great bravery to march in the light kindled by other 
hands and our stolid, lazy conservatism, rattles *its unused 
bucklers with such a verdant show of valor, that our stupidity 
and our vanity become rival contestants for the crown of self- 
congratulation. 

Grit is never moulded into hardness — like a cook stove — 
in the hot and fusing fires of popular clamor; it kindles the 
fires and blows the bellows! It never changes color like the 
chameleon to suit its surroundings, never has the familiar 
squeak of the politician; is not a craven and a coward, ready to 
fly because of numbers; asks no company but God, no weapon 
but truth and no victory but the conscious help of these two! 
Here the brave words of Dr. Joseph Parker seem so appropri- 
ate that we quote them: "No man is at liberty to stray away 
at the bidding of his fancy, upsetting the order of civilization 
and inflicting discomfiture upon all who are connected with him 
merely to gratify a whimsical curiosity. Society is founded 
upon order! Permanence is a condition of healthy growth. On 
the other hand, where men are called of God to go forth, it 
should be theirs instantly and gladly to obey, how dark soever 
or stormy the night into which they move. Life is a discipline. 
Shrewd men say they want to know whither they are going be- 
fore they set out on a journey; but men of higher shrewdness? 
men of christian faith, often go out into enterprise and difficulty 
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without being able to see one step before them. The watch- 
word of the noblest, truest souls is: "We walk by faith, not 
by sight." Faith has a wider dominion and a more splendid 
future! I call upon christian young men to show the practical 
strength of failh. Don't pick your trembling steps across the 
stones pioneers have laid for you; be your own pioneers, make 
your own ways and show the originality and high daring of 
profound trust in God. I dare say you may be afraid of rash- 
ness — you are partly right, yet it is possible you may hardly 
know what rashness is. It is certain that the world is deeply 
indebted to its rash men, its first travellers, its leading spirits. 
Prudence, in its ordinary but most inadequate sense, has done 
very little for the world, except to tease and hinder many of 
its masters and so\^ereigns; it would have kept back every 
mariner from the deep and deterred every traveller from the 
desert — it would have put out the fires of science and clipped 
the wings of poetry — it would have kept Abram at home, and 
found Moses a comfortable settlement in Egypt. Beware of 
imprudent prudence; it will lull you to sleep and bring you to 
a nameless and worthless end. Make heaven your aim! 

''Complain not that the way is long — 
What road is weary that leads there? 
But let the angel take thy hand 
And lead thee up the misty stair, 
And there with beating heart await 
Theop'ning of the golden gate." 

Grit is independent in thought, radical in conclusion, right 
in judgment. It makes bitter enemies and tasting friends. It 
defends truth because it is truth. It detests expediency as the 
badge of cowards and renegades. It would not lift itself by 
its boot straps, but with the leverage of righteousness would 
lift the world. It made Abraham Lincoln's wood chopping 
the rugged school which graduated four million bondmen in one 
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class! It made Garfield janitor of a college building that he 
might leave the presidential chair for a throne, and sweep the 
mournful dirges of a tearful world about an honored grave! It 
carried D. L. Moody from obscurity to renown and will leave 
to history the indellible marks of every step of that weary way. 
Do not infer from these examples that grit will always make 
men great in the eyes of mankind. Far from it. Men are not 
all kings in the estimation of their fellows, and yet there are 
many crowns which escape detection? Grit cannot make dia- 
monds out of brickbats nor bread out of chaff"; and yet grit will 
utilize the brickbats, and be sharp enough to preserve the chaff" 
that we may have bread. 

Grit always has courage to say no. When mistaken fem- 
inine hospitality proffers the wine glass fiUed with the ruby 
sparkling liquid of death, grft sees the coiled serpent in the 
dregs and Iiisses through clenched teeth such an emphatic re- 
fusal as to send a shiver of alarm and conviction of wrong 
through the trembling heart that would thus tempt a soul to- 
ward death. 

When the goddess of fashion reais its fantastic shapes and 
distorted features, making the huniMU form divine so grotesque, 
that it is unlike anything in heaven, on earth, or under the 
earth, grit arises in indignant simplicity, and refuses compli- 
ance with the whimsical edicts of Paris or the devil! When 
tobacco, cards, theatres or dime novels would usurp con- 
trol of the human will, grit stirs up the natives loitering in 
the shadows of the mind, and marshalling its forces enters the 
field of conflict where it continues to l)leed and die until the in- 
truders are expelled. The young man professing godliness 
should have grit enough to hurl the slimy venom of the scoffer 
back into his face with such withcrinjx force as to convince him 
that it is not safe for an uncircumcised Philistine to tamper 
with one of God's elect. Grit will defend the innocent, the un- 
fortunate, the aged, and decrepid. It reverences worth and 
detests shams. It has no sympathy with that form of society 
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which puts the gilded collar of custom around men's necks and 
then leads them mutely into the deceitful quagmires of corrup- 
tion. It makes God the soul of the universe! 

Like the eagle, its eye is upon the sun, but it has sharp tal- 
ons for the vermin below! It smites the high and helps the 
lowly. It is a diamond for angels to admire and a lance for 
tyrants to fear! It is the grappling hook which holds con- 
science to the pole of integrity; the fire that consumes the dross 
of indiiference, the banner which kindles the enthusiasm of the 
soul, the unquenchable spirit that endures all things, the cimeter 
that smites through the helmet of antique and fossilized wrong, 
and the bright and fragrant flower of hope glittering in the sun- 
light, gilding the Alpine heights above us, and beckoning us 
upward along crag and precipice and canon, amid dashing cas- 
cades and slippery paths, until the calm and golden drapery of 
life's sunset shall wrap about us the dusky folds of night and 
leave us to our dreams and our growns! 

^'Does the road wind up-hill all the way? 
Yes, to the very end. 
Will the day's journey take the whole long day? 
From morn to night, my friend. 

"But is there for the night a resting place? 

A roof, for when the slow dark hours begin. 
May not the darkness hide it from my face? 
You cannot miss that inn. 

"Shall 1 meet other Avayfarers at night? 
To those that have gone before. 
Then must I knock or call when just in sight? 
They will not keep you standing at the door. 

"Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak? 
Of labor you shall find the sum. 
Will there be beds for me and all who seek? 
Yea, beds for all who come." 
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Let me insist that life is what you make it. Opportunity 
is God's stimulus to action. You pass this way but once. 
Pluck flowers by the wayside, but do not forget that a starving 
world needs bread. Sentiment is good, but action is better. Do 
not make your life the dream of the sophist nor the drudge of 
the slave. Make it bright with the hope of inspiration, sweet 
with the savor of love, active with the spur of duty, and thought- 
ful with the awful realties of time and eternity. 

''I saw two clouds at morning 

Tinged with the rising sun. 
And in the dawn they floated on 

And mingled into one; 
I thought that morning cloud was blest. 
It moved so sweetly to the west. 

"I saw two summer currents 

Flow smoothly to their mooting, 
And join their course with silent force. 

In peace each other greeting; 
Calm was their course through banks of green 
While dimpling eddies played between. 

^'Such be your gentle motion 

Till life's last pulse shall beat; 
Like summer's beam and summer's stream 

Float on in joy to meet 
A calmer sea where storms shall cease, 
A purer sky where all is peace." 



THE HOUR COMETH. 

[The following lines were suggested on hearing of the trag- 
ical death of Brother Row, of Missouri, who was instantly killed 
by the cars. The deceased was a young man of fine promise, 
a sweet singer, with whom the writer passed many pleasant 
moments when visiting the state quite recently. May God 
bind up the hearts smitten by this terrible catastrophe.] 
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Hush! see the form of sinewy steel, 
With fiery heart and heated wheel, 
Dash like the lightning, peal on peal, 

Adown the track! 
What awful presage seems to peer 
From the blanch'd face of engineer. 
As hearts are wrapped in silent fear 

And quiver on the rack. 

There stands between the throbbing rails 
The man whose courage never fails, 
Where duty calls or crime assails 

Unconscious now; 
He does not hear the grating wheel, 
The whistling steam nor clanging steel, — 
O God! we wait to see him feel 

The iron-banded bi*ow! 

With eyes averted from the shock 
As hearts repel the axe-man's block, 
Quite helpless as the flinty rock, 

We wait with fear; 
Quick as the tempest's angry scream 
The creaking valves and hissing steam, 
With iron cordon, seam on seam, 

Flashed on without a tear. 

Then picking up that human form 
As leaves are flung on wings of storm. 
The young life, bojanding, hopeful, warm, 

Is dash'd to death; — 
With re(lden'd nerves the monster stands 
As if to wash its iron hands. 
And fan its heated, throbbing bands 

In the dark angel's breath! 
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Without a warning voice he seems 
Plucked from the vision land of dreams, 
From darkness into flashing beams! 

Without a sigh; 
Ready to heed his Master's call, 
The sunbeams gather 'round his pall — 
On such no shadows ever fall, 

For it is bliss to die. 

His song will never pierce the gloom 
That hides his body in the tomb. 
Where snow will fall and flowers bloom 

To mark the grave; 
But with the choirs above he'll sing 
And to their music he will bring 
A soul that nestled 'neath the wing, 

Once wounded here to save! 



irr lOLENCE IS always the weapon of error, persecution 
J/ the argument of the mob! The party which hai^ noth- 
ing but spite when beaten is never worthy of success. 
The party of whatever name, whose virtue and morality have 
evaporated, leaving nothing but the hot cinder of invective, 
ought to die and be buried in the potter's field without a mourn- 
er or benefit of clergy. 



THE DEAD STRANGER. 

[At Decatur, Ills., a stranger spent all his money at the 
saloon, when the saloonkeeper, true to the proverbial kindness 
of his trade, turned the stranger out. In the morning he was 
found frozen stiff and cold, the grim monster having kissed his 
soul away in the darkness of the night.] 
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Bury him out of sight! 

Oh! the horrible blight! 

Cart him out to the potter's field, 

Cover him up with earthen shield. 
He came to the city a stranger forlorn, 
Tatter'd and beggar'd with the frost of scorn. 
He's dead! Dead among strangers and alone, 
Dead, without even a pillow of stone, 
Dying from freezing — the friendless unknown! 

Oh, the burning shame. 

Like consuming flame 

Touching Christ's dear name. 

Once a mother blessed, 

Kissed and caressed 

The dimpled darling on her knee, 

Little recking what soon would be. 
Dashed on the rocks o'er a bloody brink. 
He falls with a thud, the victim of drink; 
Did his mother see where the dear boy fell? 
f)id she hear his wail and the demon yell? 
That scorched his l)row with the breath of hell! 

God, forbid the sight. 

Let this cruel blight 

Be veiled in awful night! 

Men, for the love of gold, 
Blasted, wrecked and sold, 
Deal out death at their finger tips, 
The adder's sting through parching tips; 
When the wild delirium fills the brain, 
They would wash their hands of the scarlet stain. 
Out into the fierce cold the wreck must go. 
Crazed and shivering to be treated so, 
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The warm heart frozen by the waves of woe! 
There the stranger lies. 
Quivers, gasps and dies! 
God! turn away our eyes! 

Nobody is to blame, 

This, the verdict of shame — 

Bury him under the white snow. 

Good angels, tread lightly and slow: 
Christian hearts! mingle with prayer to-night, 
The leprous blot of this horrible sight; 
Crimsoned with wrong your ballots now speak. 
In the death-damp gath'ring on that pale cheek- 
Your Christ is sold for the blood of the weak! 

Plant your ballots deep, 

Surely graves will keep 

The harvest you shall reap! 



*^ ROVE and campmeetings seem to l>e in a transition state, 
or to have taken a new departure. Recreation, gym- 
nastics, boat rowing, croquet, pastry and refined cook- 
ery have been in a large measure substituted for sacrifice and 
devotion. 




^ 



ANNIE AND I. 



Roses have faded, Annie, since we were young, 

And the dew that sparkled beneath our feet 
Has risen to sweeten the mists that flung 

Their soft white arms o'er the relics we meet. 
We cannot forget the bright curling stream — 

The meadow that kiss'd the lips of the wave, — 
The mosses that wove their fringe in our dreams, — 

Or the pebbles that smiled in their watery grave. 
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Low bending the willows, which shaded that spot, 

And fragrant as spices, the new-mown hay. 
The golden-laced bee — and forget-me-not. 

Kept time in the song, of our wedding day! 
Your great brown eyes with their lashes wet 

Glanc'd o'er the hills and the meadows green, 
With a far-away look which trembles yet 

Like a fairy vision, more felt than seen! 

Thon robes bloomed on your youthful cheek 

And lips Avould blush with the music of love, 
When these harps of the soul were mov'd to speak 

And seal the sweet vows recorded above! 
How often then from the willow's dark shade 

We watch'd the golden rays of the sun, 
Painting the shadows of lover and maid 

On the glassy waters too lazy too run. 

Your hand in mine, we climbed the steep hill. 

Scenting the clover that bloom'd in our way, — 
And the rising lark with its throbbing trill. 

Would leave its nest where the long grasses lay. 
'Twas then we looked from your childhood's home, 

Facing the bright amber glow in the west, 
Its golden blush, like the tint on the foam, 

W^hen sea waves seem rocking the sun to rest. 

But roses have paled through these weary years 

And my bonny brown hair is sprinkled with gray. 
Yet sunshine has crept through our falling tears. 

But to fashion the rainbow o'er our way! 
How little we knew of the way we were led. 

Each step was a venture, each pathway untrod. 
But helping each other the shadows all fled 

And left us to follow the guidance of God! 
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Let the roses fade if they will, my love! 

The stalk that bears them will winter the blast, 
And the leaves which scatter their gloom above 

Will but warm the life of the changeful past. 
The springtime comes when roses will bloom 

And we shall pluck them again by the way, 
Thornless and lovely, we'll share their perfume 

As we walk in the light of the sunless day! 



^VJrg/PE LEARN, too, that God rules. He laughs at the imag- 
•mIIHv ^^^^T defenses which men throw about their lives. 
"^^^^^ He turns the protective agencies devised by human 
wisdom into swift messengers of destruction. He brings the 
boasted wisdom of the race down to the dust. He scorns the 
high looks of arrogant and presumptive pride and rides in his 
fury over the graves of boasted inventions. The floods leap 
and clap their hands over desolated homes; the tires lick up the 
wealth of generations and kiss with their cremating touch the 
flushed cheek of beauty; the paths of the sea are shrouded in 
fogs and the great ships freighted with humanity stagger and 
shiver in the concussion of death; the mines resound with the 
groans, the prayers and curses of the dying, while high above 
this chaotic night, mingled with blood, we read the verdict of 
penitent Israel, The Lord He is the God! 



THAT MOONLIGHT RIBE. 

The winds were hushed in silence, 

The sun sank in the West, 
The birds had ceas'd their carols 

For calm and peaceful rest; 
The proud and leafy tree-tops 

With all their stately pride. 
Could not shut out the l)cauties 

Of that calm moonlight ride. 
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No clouds obscur'd the heavens, 

No shadows dlmm'd the light 
Which fell like floods of beauty 

To kiss the gloom of night; — 
While like a glowing diamond 

Each star of promise vied, 
To shed a ray of glory 

Upon that moonlight ride. 

All nature seem'd reposing 

Beneath the silver stream 
That glanced upon the water 

With soft efl'ulgent beam; 
Thus blended with earth's beauties, 

That night has never died. 
But still in fond remembrance 

Is kept that moonlight ride. 

And thus through life I'll cherish 

The glories of that night — 
Its scenes of fairy visions, — 

Its tints of mellow light; 
How sweet the balmy fragrance 

While loving breezes sighed — 
The starry dome of heaven 

Which lit that moonlight ride. 



From Eulogy on John B, Gough, 

fS AN ORATOR, John B. Gough is unique and alone. 
His sentences were but the scintillating sparks from a 
— • heart of fire. They always revealed the presence of 
the mighty engine, propelling the heavy train of stupendous 
and controlling influences. His wit was sharp as a rapier, and 
always ready. His sarcasm was crushing, but without bitter- 
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ness. His apt grouping of divergent propositions was without 
a parallel in the history of oratory. His illustrations were so 
vivid, so realistic, so apalling, that they would sting like an 
adder, but without its venom; or they would rouse the sleeping 
conscience like the scream of the eagle, or the roar of the lion, 
hungry for his prey! His audiences were his in an emphatic 
sense. He led them to the precipice of death where they shiv- 
ered in mortal dread; or beside the murmuring brooklets fringed 
with flowers, where they heard the music of birds; or like the 
sky-lark greeting the golden battlements of the morning, he 
rose upward, higher and higher, bearing on his flaming pinions 
the tears, the sympathies, the emotions of his auditors, even as 
the noble bird glistens with the crystal dew of the morning in 
the gates of the blushing dawn! His pathetic appeals would al- 
most wring tears of blood from a heart of stone. His soothing 
tones were like the notes of Appollo's harp. His trumpet blast 
was like the voice of the cataract, awful in its majesty and 
grandeur. Whether addressing the illiterate peasantry or the 
cultured audiences of Princeton, Cambridge or Oxford, he was 
at home alike, in the graphic delineation of his subject and its 
harmonious adaptation to his auditory. With the simplicity of 
childhood and the modesty of a coy maiden, his versatile com- 
binations made him so perfectly the child of nature, that whether 
playing upon the grass with the rollicking child-life of Spar- 
tan simplicity, or sweeping against the stars, he always seemed 
to be just where he ought to be. He was never hampered by 
false or inflexible rules. His elocution was like the warble of 
a bird. It was nature's voice from nature's child inspired by 
nature's God. His poverty, his suffering, his orphanage, his 
fall, his rescue, his lack of education, his pure life, his advocacy 
of total abstinence, his wonderful oratory, his noble sentiments, 
his dying legacy; all woven together by the throbbing arteries 
of living action, reveal the most thrilling drama which human 
life can possibly exhibit. His dying words were but the epit- 
ome of his own life. He does not ask you to go where he has 
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not gone. In all the elements of a great and noble manhood' 
he stands before the youth of this great country as the exem- 
plar of self-denial, self-culture, and a broad, sweet brotherhood 
which rebukes the sham and hypocrisy of the age in which we 
live. 



fBRAHAM LINCOLN was a notable instance of natural 
capacity for leadership. He had the elements within 
— • him, and the hard privations of life developed and 
strengthened these as much as a delicate and tender life of imi- 
tation would have weakened them. He was not pinioned by 
the ancestral regulations of the past. He was the rugged child 
of nature and his utterances partake of almost prophetic 
strength and beauty. When most of the scholarly literature 
of the age will be forgotten and buried in the grave of oblivion 
his epigrams will flash out like the stars of a new dispensation. 
This is nothing against learning. Not at all. It is simply the 
illustrious example of a man who gave the original native bent 
of his mighty genius its proper and legitimate place in the train- 
ing of his mind and life. All learning, culture and association 
with men were made tributary to original gifts and not their 
masters. 



^^UR FAITH in God is the ultimate climax of that very 
jl^Jt philosophy of faith which scientists acknowledge in 
^ science but deny in religion. We experiment with the 
moral faculties. We find no rest in the mad whirl of secular 
mental excitement. The soul longs for peace and finds none. 
From the depths of our anguish we cry for help, and Christ 
answers, ^'Come unto me all ye that labor and are heavy laden, 
and I will give you rest." We go to the fountain of all science 
and find the deepest philosophy. God pardons sin, removes 
the burden, gives peace through our Lord Jesus Christ, just 
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as he said he would do; and now we have little diminutive crea- 
tures all about us — mere moles — fingering the fringes of the 
Almighty's mantle, glittering with star dust or throbbing with 
the lightning's flash; gravely and dignifiedly informing us that 
they must have more evidence. 



^yrg^HEN THESE ministerial idolators are confronted by 
^^wlMfr the majesty of God's justice will they untie their 
^^^=^^^ pursestrings, like juvenile brigands and rattle the 
money made out of marrying God's holy day to a rabble bent 
on frolic, as a suflScient offset to the law of him whom they pro- 
fess to serve? Let them forever abandon the unholy maxim 
that we can "work evil that good may come." This is a lie, 
without any varnish whatever. It is the devil's naked hook. A 
fool can see who has cast that line. The man who nibbles there 
need not be in a doubt where he will land. The train which 
breaks through the law of God is liable to be switched oflF at 
every curve on the road. 



^^|l ERE LET US learn that communion of spirit is not to 
ijr be maintained by gladiatorial feats of intellect; by 
tests of mental grasp, nor by ostentatious displays of 
superior attainments. The love of a parent for his child is al- 
ways reciprocated in the ratio of the parent's condescension to 
the plane of the child. This principle is true in divine things. 
We love God all the more because he came down to us. If we 
are Godlike, human fellowship will exhibit this principle. Nor 
does this view imply the surrender of a single element of true 
manhood. Does the apparent abasement of Christ lower his dig- 
nity in the eyes of a true faith? Does the manger rob him of 
his glory; does the cross conceal his divinity; does the grave strip 
away the royalty of the king? By putting the communion of 
spirit on this gracious, loving plane where Christ put it, we 
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behold at once the strength of a consecrated companionship. 
This communion of spirit is sochildlike, so sweet, so tender, 
that like the fragile vine sustaining the foliage of its delicate life, 
it may be nipped by the slight frost of adversity, and limp, 
and sear, and dead — become the faded symbol of former glory! 



^T-^ORK MAKES MUSCLE. It enlarges the brain and 
»u3IEf/^ the aflFections. It honors and di<?nifies. Its oppo- 
^-^^ site — laziness — is the advertisement of dishonesty. 
Young men who will not work will beg or steal. They go to 
perdition by way of the almshouse, the penitentiary or the gal- 
lows. A man too good to work is too good to live. He ought 
to get out of a world where even worms are busy. He ought 
to die and get wings. Even these should be self-acting. The 
man who will not sweat by work will probably sweat without 
it ultimately. 



THE MAN BEHIND THE BAR. 

With apron white and slippers tight 

He moves with faultless tread, 
His cheek ablaze for bloody frays, 

The vulture rank and red; 
With tiger's claw and fangs of law, 

He leaves a poison'd scar, 
His Sabbath bell, the groans of hell! 

The man behind the bar. 
Chorus — Of all the trades which handle spades. 

The meanest one by far. 
Is digging graves with whisky staves, 

The man behind the bar. 
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His counter smears of blood and tears — 

His license on the wall; 
Scorch with the breath of liquid death, 

The homes of great and small; 
His legal graves and thirsting slaves 

Come trooping from afar — 
Like gory brands, to clasp his hands, 

The man behind the bar. 
Chorus — 

Oh God! to think, that on this brink 

The millions stand and wait, 
Too blind to see, to dead to be 

Alarm\l to see our fate! 
Awake, arise, lift up your eyes 

And hail our natal star, — 
Death is our bane if we retain 

The man behind the bar. 
Chorus — Of all the trades which handle spades, 

The meanest one by far, 
Is digging graves with whisky staves. 

The man behind the bar. 



(^I^EN VAINLY DREAM of a conservative or compro- 
•^jflin f mising religion, as though heaven and hell could l)e 
>^-~ united, light and darkness blended, God and mam- 

mon married and Jesus Christ made a liar and impostor. 

Anything which destroys human happiness is an enemy of 
religion, and every supporter of human wretchedness is an 
enemy of God. Every man that stands in a halting, compro- 
mising position in relation to this terrible woe, arrays himself 
against the Almighty, his truth, his Son, his creatures. Let a 
man give aid and comfort to Sabbath-breakers, and how can he 
be said to ' 'Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy?" If 
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your house is a depository for stolen goods, you are equally 
guilty with the man that picks locks and carries the proceeds 
of his labor to your dwelling. By what parity of reasoning or 
deadness of conscience can you escape the conclusion that when 
you aid or abet the manufacture or sale of this deadly poison, 
in any manner, shape or form, you are aiding and abetting the 
robbery of our National treasury; rejoicing over a common 
theft, and in the sight of God guilty of grand larceny. Nay, 
worse than this. You steal the property of a fellow-man, and 
his character and his soul are tainted by the robbery. Sanc- 
tion the making or vending of intoxicating drinks and you rob 
weak men of their property, and heart-broken w^omen of hope 
and character. You not only take away farms, houses and 
lands, but you steal a respectable burying lot in the cemetery, 
and give in return six feet of flow^erless earth in an obscure 
corner of the potter's field! This, you say, is Christianity. This, 
you say, is doing unto others as you would have others do un 
to you. I say it is the wine of perdition and the charity of 
hell! It is a religion born in oppression, cradled in slaughter 
and nourished in blood. Take away these elements of its life, 
and it dies a hopeless death without any prospect of a resur- 
rection. 

# ET US RECOGNIZE the great fact that religion, to be 
J|^ anything worthy the name of him who died for a 
^^^^^ world of sinners, is a principle clothed with the pity of 
our fathers' God; stretching from pole to pole, from continent 
to continent, from kingly glory to squalid poverty, from civil- 
ization to idolatry, from the past to the present, and on to the 
great future; everywhere lifting up the debased, humbling the 
haughty, enriching the poor in spirit and opening the prison 
doors to those that are bound. Here are thousands groaning 
under a servitude worse than the chains of Pharaoh. Their 
stifled, helpless cries rend the lowering darkness with the wail 
of agony and death. They turn to you with tears and suppli 
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cations expecting that you will be true to your Leader,, giving 
hope and sympathy to the oppressed, and crushing beneath 
your manly tread the magic wand of magicians and sorcerers, 
which has so long bewitched the nations. Will you be true to 
God and drown this modern Pharaoh in the depths of oblivion, 
or will you be false to heaven and tighten the shackles already 
chafing the bleeding limbs of your kindred? O, that God might 
speak as on Sinai, tipped with lightning and convulsed with 
thunder, that the chariots of his power and his glory might 
roll on in triumph over every instrument of slavery and death, 
until the kingdoms of this world shall become the kingdom of 
our Lord and his Christ! 



libll^^' ARE TOLD prohibition woi 
/wlitNA ^'^^ people. Oh, majority, 
^^^-^^^^ sin and madness! Who does 



would not be sustained by 
majority! thou god of 
'^^^i^^ sin and madness! Who does not know that majori- 
ties are sometimes blind, and deaf, and dumb? In 1850, the 
infamous Fugitive Slave bill passed the congress of the United 
States, received the signature of the President and the sanction 
of a large portion of the people of this country. Who thinks 
now that that bloodthirsty instrument of death was an honor to 
the men that gave it a being? 

But pray tell me, has twenty-four years of conflict, toil 
and blood, washed out the iniquity of that act? On the bright 
morning that this infamous bill became a law was it not as ma- 
lignant, foul, and wicked in the sight of a just God as when, 
in after years, the engines of war ground it to powder (m the 
battle-field? Thousands desire to roll with the torrent of pub- 
lic opinion, little caring whether they are borne toward heaven 
or hell. Like the floating log in an angry current they obey 
the caprice of the tide. They dare not look up stream, fear- 
ing that they may be landed high and dry upon some sandy 
beach where the people are wholly unacquainted with their su- 
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perlative fitness for the best office in the gift of their periodical 
constituency. These y men never see any rights of humanity 
which they are bound to respect. They are like moles that can 
see no further than they dig. They always fly with the wind, 
and if the storm should be contrary they craftily keep in doors 
until the sunshine comes in at the window. These arc temper- 
ate men in sentiment, but their ballots always look like cork- 
screws for the saloon keeper! When temperance becomes pop- 
ular in politics, these men will be suddenly metamorphosed in- 
to self-elected martyrs for the cause, ready to run, fight, burn, 
or die. We want a public sentiment that has some respect for 
the souls, bodies and property of others, and that would as 
soon sanction legal enactments in favor of horse stealing as 
vote a license to unprincipled men to sell a liquid poison to who- 
ever will buy, thereby scattering firebrands, arrows and death, 
and feeding jails, almshouses, penitentiaries and scafiblds. May 
God unite the beauty of education, the purity of religion, the 
equity of law, in an unbroken trinity of power and glory, that 
together, in solid column, we may hurl the batteries of truth 
against the bristling ramparts of the enemy, and dismantle 
every fort, trample the pirate flag beneath our feet, dethrone 
the tyrant king that has stolen a scepter and a crown, and 
shout the jubilee of rescued, emancipated humanity! 



lljjjR^ O SOONER has Eve sinned than she approaches the man 
Wu^ with the most specious and insinuating sophistry, to 
^ ^ induce him to become a partaker in her crime. Is it 
not enough that one heart is turned away from God; that one 
fair face is clouded with the pall of night? Must the vessel 
made to honor be so quickly marred? Is the fair fabric in 
God's image to be so suddenly shivered to atoms by the breath 
of a false affection? Is the beautiful creature that God designed 
to assist man toward heaven become a stepping stone toward 
perdition? Will not the one stricken heart sorrow and bleed 
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alone? Exercising all the arts of womanly strategy and cun- 
ning ingenuity, Eve silently but surely approaches the citadel 
of Adam's heart. She does not boast of her conquest, but her 
victory is all the more complete for that. There is no sound 
of trumpets in a woman's real triumphs. The stoutest hearts 
are moved by the gentle appeals of her soul's richest treasures 
of affection; and leading the strong and mighty with the silken 
ties of her mysterious power, she presents at once the most pe- 
culiar combination of opposite characteristics to be found in 
any organization which God has created. She is weak, yet 
vested with almost unlimited power; she is beautiful in her gen- 
tleness and modesty, yet repulsive and ungainly when swayed 
by the tempest of passion; she is giddy and vacillating, yet ca- 
pable of forming attachments stronger than death; she is vain 
and pompous in her display, yet her reticence and reserve at 
times discover the grandest glories of human nature; she falls 
to the lowest depths of degradation, and rises to the loftiest 
heights of moral heroism and saintly purity. Such is woman! 
the lowest representative of the race when fallen, the highest 
embodiment of earth's grandeur and glory when occupying 
her true estate. By the sober contemplation of the wrong ap- 
plication of female influence in the disastrous history of Eve, 
let woman learn her power and consider her ways. Society is 
moulded and fashioned at her bidding, and she should beware, 
lest becoming dizzy with her successes she wields her magic 
power in a wrong direction. She should remember that her 
power is to be accounted for. She is a steward holding the 
keys of the world in her hand. While nations bow at her feet 
she must be careful to bow to her God. Let her heart be lifted 
up to God for strength, that the proverbial curiosity of her sex 
may not betray her into sin; let her power never be used to 
foster the selfish jealousy of mean and sordid spirits, but rather 
let the warm, womanly sympathies of her tenderest affections 
be thrown out as a mantle of christian charity, to cover the 
painful wounds of bleeding society. Her words of warning, 
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when rightly spoken, will arrest the hardest heart. Her sweet 
and pathetic yearning after lost souls will open the way for 
God's grace. Her songs of praise and notes of prayer will kin- 
dle the rapture of enthusiasm when law is a failure and defeat 
mocks the impotent efforts of the strong arm of authority and 
government. Her children will rise up to call her blessed, or 
their sinful, distorted lives will heap the curses of wasted years 
upon her blasted memory. Oh, what momentous issues hang 
around the magic shrine of woman's power. Guardian of our 
race, she becomes the arbiter of her destiny. She is the custo- 
dian of public morals, the grand artificer of human government 
and the crowning architect of education. Her law of love is 
supreme, running through all the ramifications of society, con- 
trolling every element, transforming every desire, lifting up 
the low or debasing the high, she leads the great heart of hu- 
manity captive at her will, and binds mankind in willing slavery 
at the chariot wheels of her queenly authority. This is wom- 
an's power; let her see that she does not abuse the trust com- 
mitted to her hands. 




^^ CD REIGNS; let all the earth rejoice. The march of 
nations records his purposes and designs. This nation 
shows the foot-prints of God in rended bolt and broken 
chain. An Arm unseen has held us in tempest, storm and 
blood, until we have grown familiar to the touch of a parent, 
and we look into the eager eyes and scan the watchful face of 
our Protector, and say. Our Father! Israel was dandled in the 
arms of God, while kings raged and thirsted for his blood, but 
the pillar of fire lit up the darkest caverns of the wilderness. 
The cruel tigers of oppression were driven to their dens by the 
death dealing armor of the Almighty, while his chosen ones 
nestled in safety beneath the feathers of his wing. Guided by 
the God of liberty, our forefathers planted Christianity and civ- 
ilization on this continent. Bounding from Plymouth Rock 
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westward, the map of the nation stretches its vast outlines from 
the Atlantic sea-board — with its pine forests of Maine and flora 
of the sunny South — until, leaping the Rocky Mountains and 
• Sierra Nevadas, it bathes our feverish and ambitious brows in 
the flashing waves of the Golden Gate. 

Planted by the hardy puritan stock, the race took root 
aniid the flinty hills of New England, where the cold, sweeping 
storms of winter seemed to toughen every fibre of these pio- 
neers, until their love of freedom, religion, and science, l)ecame 
as impregnable as the eternal hills with which their homes were 
buttressed. The North, West and Middle States were mainly 
peopled from this nucleus, while the South was supplied from 
the colony at Jamestown. The dark, enervating spirit of slav- 
ery was sufiered to fasten itself like a gnawing cancer on this 
Southern settlement. From the small number of twenty Afri- 
cans, stolen from their homes across the seas, the system wid- 
ened, and its victims increased, until four million beings — made 
in the image of God — lifted their fruitless cries heavenward, 
amid the blood and pangs of their oppression; mocking our 
claims to freedom, and wrapping their chains around the trees 
of libert}^ until its fruit was blasted, and its leaves withered by 
the mildew of death! Years of fostering care and nursing im- 
becility infused such vitality into this hideous monster that it 
finally grasped the throat of the nation and threatened to stran- 
gle liberty in its very cradle. God gave us a Lincoln and vic- 
tory ! The auction blocks and slave pens of the South were 
robbed of their victims, and to-day not a slave in all this vast 
domain clanks his chains in the ears of an ofi'ended God. 

Freedom is no longer a name and a myth, but an accom- 
plished fact. The black mother hugging her helpless babe to 
her throbbing heart is free. No blood hounds acting as Satan's 
police force, are tracking the bleeding feet of the flying fugitive. 
God has spoken and his voice has been heard amid the darkest 
dens of tyranny. What cause for gratitude and thankfulness! 
Shall not our song of thanksgiving mingle with the praise of 
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these joyful, bounding hearts? Shall we not stretch out our 
hands to these emancipated millions? Shall we not protect 
their lives, liberties, and homes from the ruthless fury of their 
late oppressors? While thankful for the song of liberty burst- • 
ing from free hearts and praising tongues, may we not 
pray that every modern Pharaoh that would remand this dusky 
host to slavery and death may speedily find the Red Sea of 
God's judgment stretched across his path — the tomb of tyrants 
and the epitaph of cruelty! While civil and religious liberty 
finds a home in this glorious nation, the physical necessities of 
man are lavishly provided for by the benevolent Father of us 
all. The earth bountifully produces the fruits and cereals 
which are necessary for our sustenance, while our mountains 
contain minerals to feed the forges, furnaces and workshops 
of the world. Who planted the iron, the silver and the gold in 
the flinty bowels of these mountain ranges? Who dug the bas- 
ins of our mighty lakes, and cut the river courses of trade 
through. this vast and stupendous country? Who tempered the 
climate from the freezing snows of Maine to the sweltering heat 
of Florida? Who gave us the wheat, the corn^ the beef, the 
potatoes, the apples of the North, and the oranges, the lemons, 
the bananas, the pineapples, and the cotton of the South? God 
is the bountiful giver of all. Shall the tuiy sparrow receive its 
food from the hand of God, and sing its morning hymn of 
praise to its Creator, and our lips remain dumb while feasting 
from our Father's table? If we are so ungrateful the very 
stones wopld cry out in detestation and rebuke; the trees of 
the field would clap their hands before our brazen faces, and 
the wild beasts of the forest would howl the funeral dirge of 
our souls as they marched downward to the dark regions of 
eternal woe I May we gather up the sunshine of God's gra- 
cious smiles! May we weave his mercies as golden threads 
into the woof of life, and catching inspiration at^ the divine 
altar, may our anthem of thanksgiving break ovei' every heart 
like a wave of glory until the swelling chorus joins the melody 
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of the new song sung by the host whose feet are standing on 
the sea of glass, mingled with fire! But life is not one con- 
tinued song, and work is sometimes the highest praise of God. 
Why is such wealth poured into the lap of this nation? Has it 
been given to hoard, to curse posterity by producing litigation, 
malice and fraud; while thousands beside our doors are freez- 
ing and starving? Surely no. The pleading tongue of poverty 
ought to unlock the coffers of the rich, and as the rusty bolts 
fly open the pinched and starving heart of opulence will open 
to receive the sunny beams of an approving conscience, and the 
sweet smiles of an admiring God. Let no one to-day sit down 
to an epicurean feast without thanking God by appeasing the 
gaunt hunger of some suftering one. Go out into the lanes and 
by-ways, and scatter your thank-offerings upon the altars dear- 
est to your God. Bind up the broken-hearted, and strip the 
weeds of mourning from some dark home. Let God's mercies 
shine through your hearts and lives to-day. He has shown his 
love by deeds; reveal his image by reflecting his character. 
With thankful hearts let us adore Our Father and do good. 



^Vyrg^E ARE BROUGHT suddenly to confront a monstrous 
*^^|CTr hydra. Destroy its venomous fangs to-day and to- 
^^=^^ morrow it is full toothed, clamormg for fresh vic- 
tims. Changeful as the chameleon, blood thirsty as the hyena, 
powerful as the lion, subtle as the serpent, and as malevolent 
as Satan himself, it combines the elements of cunning with the 
sinews of power in a manner at once startling and alarming. 
Born amid the most vicious and depraved passions of the human 
heart, nestled beneath the broad wing of avaricious greed, pol- 
ished by the pliant embellishments of partisan patronage and a 
false livery, upheld and fostered by the supineness of legislators 
and turpitude of unfeeling demagogues; it mocks the justice of 
law, laughs at the mercy of conservatism and spits in the face 
of God himself. No age, sex or condition is exempt from the 
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ravages of this terrible monster. The blood of its victims 
mingles with every soil, and crimsons nearly every hearthstone. 
It girdles the world with a belt of woe and gaily swims in the 
ocean of blood and tears which it has wrung from crushed 
hearts. Like the hungry vulture seated upon some lonely 
crag and looking down with anxious delight upon the dead 
and dying of the battle field that stretches far away beneath his 
loft}'^ mountain home; so King Alcohol attired in the gilded 
robes of rottenness and regal blasphemy, sits down upon his 
throne of skulls, and with a ghastly smile that shows his teeth 
of iron, waves his imperial scepter, and pointing to the bloody 
feast in prospect, he calls up from filthy dens and midnight 
revels the minions of his power who speak with a trumpet 
blast that shakes the very kingdom itself, and striking the very 
walls of heaven, recoils with thundering echoes, and with a pen- 
cil dipped in blood writes upon the heart and ballot of every 
debauchee and votary of rum, ''License to kill!" Thus we are 
brought face to face with this giant evil, but where shall we find 
the remedy? The progressive ideas developed in the education of 
the race have aflbrded no relief; the moral forces at work seem 
paralyzed with a general apathy and indifference, while laws 
enacted for the suppression of this vice have proved inopera- 
tive and defective. 

Intemperance is a crime against society and every constit- 
uent element composing healthful society must be equipped and 
armed against the intruder. Education must embrace modera- 
tion and the conservative use of natural powers; religion must 
be invoked to rouse the dead conscience, while the law must be 
quickened by public sentiment and compelled to keep step with 
the advancing ideas of an advanced nation. Without this uni- 
fication of forces all our attempts toward temperance will prove 
unavailing. Whatever will best unite the elements of good 
society will best secure the end proposed. Education is pri- 
marily selfish, yet an education that '^seeketh its own" exclu- 
sively is unworthy the name, and is fraught with ignominy and 
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disgrace. The ti-easures of cultivated intellect should be the 
common heritage of humanity; mind should live and kindle and 
blaze through successive ages. The author whose worth is 
bounded by narrow prejudices, or the lines of nationality has 
failed to imbibe the immortal principles of a universal brother- 
hood and thus he fails to touch the heart strings of the world of 
humanity. 

Let our educators abandon the development of a single 
idea, and launch forth upon the broad sea of a philanthropy 
world-wide and universal, embracing in its arms of sympathy 
the good of all the ages yet to come in the unknown future. 
Then they will see that scientific research alone does not control 
the passions of men, and that an education which does not en 
noble the entire man and lift up universal society to a higher 
plane of being is not the education which God and posterity 
demand. From this standpoint we behold the obligations of 
the hour. In the nursery, the school room-, the college and the 
university, we must teach the generation to look with loathitig 
and disfavor upon intemperance with all its kindred vices, its 
supporters and its apologists. In order to do this effectually 
our educators must be living exponents of intemperance. It 
will not do for them to run before the lesson of daily example. 
It is difficult to get others to do that which we refuse to do. 
An education that is all theory will not stir the blood nor nerve 
the arm, and the man that would talk and teach temperance, and 
yet would tamper with the vile compounds found under the 
fancy brands of so called choice liquors, ought to keep his 
mouth shut until his poor dyspeptic stomach can get along 
without an artificial fire to keep the machinery of life in mo- 
tion. Such a man is no more fit for a teacher in science than a 
drunkard is in morals. A clear brain can no more be kept sat- 
urated with whisky than a live toad can be preserved in alco- 
hol. Why talk of benevolent ideas, universal sympathy and 
intellectual development when the daily living example goes 
down to posterity attended by the hissing fires of a perverted 
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manhood. You might as well try to dam the Mississippi with 
bulrushes, or scale Mont Blanc seated on a paper kite, as hope 
for the triumph of temperance until our youth are taught in 
the halls of learning to detest the intoxicating cup. 



OPENING SERMON OF THE IOWA ELDERSHIP. 
And behold, I send the promise of my Father upon you; 

BUT TARRY YE IN THE CITY OF JERUSALEM UNTIL YE BE EN- 
DURED WITH POWER FROM ON HIGH. LuKE XXIV, 49. 

^(f|g?HE CHURCH OF GOD recognizes no law but the Bible, 
\Wr no limit but humanity, and no king but God. Christ 
^ in his deified nature is her founder and "Him only 
shalt thou serve." 

1. Because the Father said we should hear Him (Matt. 
xVii. 5.) 

2. Because Gt)d gave him power over all flesh. (John 
xvii. 2.) 

3. Because all power is given him in heaven and earth. 
(Matt, xxviii. 18.; 

4. Because He is Lord and Master. (John xiii. 13.) 

5. Because He is the head of the church. (Eph. i. 22.) 

6. Because His word shall judge us at the last day. (John 
xii. 48.) 

I. The Disciples. 

Discarding all subterfuges, evasions and circumlocutions, 
we come directly to the fact gracioulsy implied in our text that 
the men to whom this promise was made were saved meni 

They were not men on trial or probation so far as salva- 
tion from sin, fellowship with Christ and acceptance with God 
were concerned. 

To prove this broad and sweeping proposition beyond the 
shadow of a doubt, we assert: 

1 . That they tnere saved Tnen hecause Christ had called 
them to a certain and specific work. 
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They had been called by the voice of Jesus from various 
avocations, and they had left all and followed him. In turn, 
he had given them something to do. He had told them hxnio 
to go, what to preach, and v^here to remain while engaged in 
this work. 

The very devils were subject unto tliem, and on one occa- 
sion when they failed they thought it strange, proving most 
conclusively that this exception to the rule but substantiated 
and proved the rule . 

Would Christ send unsaved men to preach the gospel and 
cast out devils^ 

Did he not say that he cast out devils by the finger of 
God? And if you have these disciples casting them out with- 
out this divine power, you have them doing what Christ him- 
self could not do! 

If Christ sent unsaved men on these important missions, 
what becomes of our tenacious absurdity that none but saved 
men can be script u rally licensed to preach the gospel? 

2. Ihe cornmiHHton given these disciples was fvll and 
complete. 

He taught them to teach all things whatsoever he had 
taught them. This included baptism which represented the 
burial and resurrection of Jesus Christ, events still in the dim 
future. 

Who were they to baptize? Sinners? Verily, no. If they 
were to baptize saved persons and they themselves unsaved, 
you have Christ putting the disciples into the predicament of 
teaching what they did not know; a state of things known only 
to modern churches when they substitute human wisdom for 
the power of the Holy Ghost. 

3. Christ said they v:)e7'e not of the worlds even as he was 
not of the world. 

The word world used in the sense here employed, always 
and invariably refers to the actuating and molding principle of 
sin as opposed to that which is holy, pure and good. With 
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this clear definition of the word in view, how can it be recon- 
ciled with the monstrous assumption that the disciples were still 
unsaved and impure men? But not satisfied with this, Christ 
made the case still stronger when he said that these disciples 
were no more of sin, of Satan, of the world, than he himself 
was. This was Christ's view of the disciples and not some fa- 
natical, dreamy rhapsody of a deluded enthusiast. 

It is the last court of appeal and if we are honest we will 
accept the decision as final. 

4. 2 hey were saved men because Christ gave them the com- 
m/anion^ and said that none of them, were lost except the son of 
perdition. 

If a man is not lost he is saved. If he is not saved he is 
lost. 

These two propositions are just as true and impregnable 
as God and fact can make them. 

There can be no middle ground here. He who was the 
embodiment of truth has settled the question, from which there 
can be no legitimate appeal. 

According to the clear and emphatic teaching of (Jod's 
word the unsaved cannot discern the Lord's body in the Com- 
munion, and when they partake they do so unworthily; and 
yet Jesus gives these disciples the bread and the fruit of the 
vine, showing conclusively by the highest testimony which 
heaven itself could furnish that the disciples were then worthy 
to participate in this holy ordinance. I anticipate the objec- 
tion awakened in some minds by the passage found in Luke 
xvii. 31, and which reads as follows: ''And the Lord said, Si- 
mon, Simon, behold, Satan hath desired to have you that he 
may sift you as wheat; but I have prayed for thee that thy faith 
fail not; and when thou art converted strengthen thy brethen." 

On the hypothesis that this passage denotes an unsaved 
(Condition, I remark that-it would be most ambiguous and in 
deadly antagonism with the Scriptures .quoted. How could 

18 
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Christ pray that Peter's faith might not fail if Peter had no 
faith te fail? 

The phraseology here used most convincingly proves that 
Christ meant t6 say that Peter was in possession of something 
which he was in danger of losing through the approaching 
temptation ©f Satan. 

Sometimes the word convert covers the whole work of re- 
generation and the new life in Christ, and sometimes it does 
not. By reference to Webster you will find that the general 
scope of the word signifies simply "a turning." 

As a parallel passage to the one under consideration, I re- 
fer you to James iv. 20, where we read, '^Let him know that 
he which converteth the sinner from the error of his way shall 
save a soul from death and shall hide a multitude of sins." 

The agent spoken of here saves the soul instrumental ly 
and not directly, inasmuch as no one but God can forgive sins. 
All that is meant is that the human agent instrumentally leads 
the sinner to ''turn away" from sin and '^turn unto" the living 
God, where sins are pardoned and forgiven. Yet withal, ''con- 
version" is attributed to the human agent which clearly shows 
that the term sometimes, even in the Scriptures, implies sim- 
ply a "turning." 

With this definition of the work in mind, how plain and 
comprehensive the words of Christ become. 

When thou art "turned again," strengthen thy brethren. 

Oh, Peter! when thou dost see thy defection, thy denial of 
the Son of God, thy criminality and sin, and dost "turn back 
again" to me with contrition and weeping, then after this, 
thy "conversion," this thy "turning again," thou shalt 
strengthen thy brethren. 

Here is a prophecy as well as a promise. It is predicted 
that after Peter is "turned again," is "converted" in this sense, 
he will be crowned with honor in becoming the mouthpiece of 
God at Pentecost to strengthen and confirm his brethren. This 
prophecy was literally fulfilled and the definition of the passage 
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which I have given becomes buttressed and surrounded by the 
the historic facts of development, illuminated by the fiery, 
cloven tongues of Pentecost. 

Ill While the disciples were saved men, yet they 

WERE NOT FULLY EQUIPPED FOR THE WORK OF THE MINISTRY. 

1. Because they were commanded to tarry. This word 
does not mean to indolently and passively wait for God to fill 
them with the Holy Ghost. The word implies earnest, heart- 
searching prayer and seeking. The very fact that ten days 
were spent in supplication before God shows this. This is al- 
ways God's order, ''Seek and ye shall find." 

Christ's promise that they shall have power from on high, 
does not nullify God's order, nor remove the necessity of dili- 
gent human search. We might as well assert that God will 
save the sinner without his seeking God, as to assert that ''the 
power from on high" is guaranteed to every believer without his 
individual and personal search after it. 

Suppose, however, that these disciples had been skeptical 
in reference to the "power" referred to; that they firmly be- 
lieved that being saved and in fellowship with Jesus Christ, they 
had nothing more to learn; that they were then fully prepared 
and panoplied by divine authority for the work which Christ 
wanted them to do, would they not in that case have utterly re- 
fused to seek after or tarry for any further manifestation of 
power in their experience? Most assuredly they would. They 
would have sought to bolster up their infidelity and unbelief by 
glib references to scriptural characters to show that defective 
men managed to get along without this, power, and that when 
Jesus Christ promised this great blessing it revealed a dreamy, 
modern fanaticism out of harmony with their experience, phi- 
losophy and common sense. 

But these men were not Liliputians who supposed their ex- 
perience covered the whole area of possible christian insighted^ 
nesSt 
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No! They were jafoverned by their faith in Jesus Christ's 
word, and not by the meagre dimensions of their past acquire- 
ments. The man who makes himseif his teacher will never rise 
higher than himself; but in this self -convicted form of self -wor- 
ship he will cultivate unbelief in everything which is not in 
harmony with the circumscribed limits of his own impaired 
vision. 

2. In Jenisalem. 

Jerusalem being the city of David, and the city of the 
great king, was pre-eminently fitted to become the birth place 
of the evolutionary idea embodied in the "^'power from on 
high." Besides, it was here that Christ was apprehended, was 
tried, and was crucified. Here, too, he rose from the dead and 
ascended on high. 

The dramatic and tragical climax of Christ's personal 
ministry would seem to require that this consecrated spot be- 
come the theater of the further development of his kingdom. 

Here his enemies had won their most signal triumph; here 
the conqueror of disease and death lies dead; here the champi- 
ons of unbelief had spit their venom upon his closed grave; 
here his mission seemed to end in ignominy and disgrace, and 
it was here where Christianity seemed weakest in the eyes of 
men that Christ proposed to girdle the open tomb with divine 
power and invest the darkest cloud of church history with the 
crashing thunderbolts of eternal truth. 

3. Chitil endued. 

Here the disciples were to tarry until the power came. 

Whether this would require one day or one hundred was 
no concern of theirs. They would not obey the Lord if they 
would cease their seeking and waiting at any time before "there 
came a sound from heaven as of a rushing, mighty wind." 

Here is food for reflection. These disciples based their 
action, not on prejudice or preconceived opinion but on the plain, 
simple and unvarnished statement of him who cannot lie. Do 
we wait and seek until we are endued with this power? Or do 
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we higgle about this power being designed for the Apostles 
only? Or that we know good people who have never had it? 

Or that we have never had it, and therefore it is a vision- 
ary mist arising from a heated imagination? All the objections 
we may urge might have been urged with equal plausibility by 
the Apostles of our Lord. I will go further and say that if 
the Apostles, through prejudice or blind bigotry, had refused 
to seek after this '*power from on high," would have in- 
curred guilt and sin by their disobedience, I can see no reason 
why our refusal to heed Christ's admonition will not be at- 
tended with like condemnation. 

4. With poorer. 

The word j9<??r^;* used in this connection implies a great 
deal more than we usually attach to it. It is the proverbial 
synonym of local, provincial ideas, lu some places it means 
noise, in some logic, in some rhetoric, while in others it is 
wholly confined to emotion. 

The ''power" here referred to embodies much more than 
all these definitions combined. It gave the disciples power to 
preach. It clothed the word with authority, quickened it with 
the Holy Ghost and sent it crashing through the bitterest oppo- 
sition, until thousands of trembling hearts, broken and contrite, 
cried out in their anguish, "Men and children, what shall we do?" 

It eliminated and forever buried the petty jealousies ex- 
pressed in the prior contentions of the Apostles as to which of 
them should be greatest. This kind of baby talk never found 
a nest in Pentecostal fires! 

There was no political trickstering and button hole intrigue 
after this notable day of the Lord. 

There were no cunning legerdemain and underground rail- 
road tactics used to destroy each other lest some one else should 
outstrip the ambitious devotee of place and power. There was 
no fixing of the primaries by ecclesiastical ward bummers, who 
were especially solicitous that all things should be done "de- 
cently and in order," and of course to the glory of God. 
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If this "power from ou high" had this salutary and won- 
derful effect on the minds, hearts and lives of the Apostles, 
might it not be well to have the great Physician prescribe at 
least a half dose for this modern patient that seems so sick from 
the indiscriminate use of stimulants and opiates? 

5. From on high. 

Everything which comes directly "from on high" to the 
individual believer becomes a part of heartfelt Christian experi- 
ence. It is not theory, opinions or verbiage; but a heavenly 
fact interwoven into the complex life of the heart by the shut- 
tle of the Holy Spirit. Our tongues usually so pliable and 
ready to demonstrate our petty opinions should be dumb before 
this holy of holies! 

No doubt this promise of "power" seemed vague and un- 
intelligible to the disciples; but when it came God became his 
own interpreter, and the mystic labyrinths of unseen spiritual 
force were readily seen and apprehended without the magnify- 
ing lens of human wisdom or stalwart fanaticism. 

They knew what God had done for their souls. They were 
not the slaves of effeminate credulity, nor the willing dupes of a 
popular superstition. They are joined in spiritual wedlock 
with the heavenly bridegroom, and "what God hath joined to- 
gether, let no man put asunder." 

Woe to the sacrilegious human hand that enters a plea for 
divorce in this Supreme Court. 

I am possibly met here with the objection that this "pow- 
er" carried with it the ability to work miracles, and therefore 
we cannot have this power unless we also work miracles as the 
disciples did. 

To this I reply, that the gift of miracles was conferred and 
used by the Apostles before this "power from on high" came to 
them so that it could not be a distinctive element of that 
"power." If the di.«ciples had this gift before Pentecost, and 
the gift of miracles i? a necessary adjunct of our holy religion, 
then it follows that persons in the primary department of re- 
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ligious development must exercise the gift just as well as those 
claiming to be endued with powei* from on high. 

This might imply more than even the most plastic critic 
would admire. The fact is, the occasion for miracles has passed 
away, inasmuch as their continued recurrence would have nul- 
lified the very end which God had in view, viz. : The establish, 
ment of Christianity by the supernatural. Long continued 
supernatural events would become natural. Have the other 
necessities for this power passed away? Hardly. 

Ail the qualifications requisite. for the capable preaching 
of the gospel are necessary in all ages, and if we are going to 
dispense with any of them, common sense ought to dictate that 
it ought not to be this one. 

Again, it would seem that»human nature is the same in all 
ages and if this power from oh high became the panacea for the 
deadly disease of jealousy and self-seeking among the Apostles, 
it might be well to let it remain provided such things are ever 
found in modern times. Of course if you have entered the 
Millennial garden where these thorns do not grow, we do not 
need this heavenly-whetted scythe with which to cut these 
cumberers down. 

III. The power conferred. 

1. A hlessinff. 

It was certainly a very great and distinguished blessing, 
and inasmuch as we have clearly shown that these same disci- 
ples had received the blessing of salvation before, it requires no 
vivid stretch of the imagination to see that this was a divine 
equipment, the weak and illogical cavillers of the nineteenth 
century to the contrary notwithstanding. Am I met here with 
the objection that there are many blessings conferred upon 
Christian believers? 

True. It will hardly be seriously contended, however, 
that this gift of power was an ordinary blessing, such as we 
receive every day. Such a position would only reveal our ig. 
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norance or our bigotry. This gift of power was a specific 
blessing, conferred for a definite purpose. 

1 do not say it was sanetification, or anything else for 
which we are obliged to go begging outside of the Holy Scrip- 
tures. I do say, however, that this gift of power received by 
the Apostles was a blessing, a distinctive, specific blessing, un- 
like any other blessing which they ever received, designed by 
the Father of lights to qualify them for Christian work, and 
without which they would never have been thoroughly and di- 
vinely e(|uipped for the work of the ministry. I defy the Chris- 
tian world to meet this position if it dare. It is an easy matter 
to say we do not lielieve. 

Unl)elief, however, in Christian experience is always based 
on ignorance. It is the old infidel objection, *'I will not be- 
lieve what I cannot see." * 

But if I close my eyes to the only method of discovery 
possible, will I ever see^ If I declare a road does not exist, 
simply ])ecause I have never traveled it, I show myself a super- 
ficial reasoner, and a most haughty worshiper of self. Such a 
spirit pompously announces that it has all possible knowledge, 
all possible spiritual power, light, love and peace. 

When we come to measure the resources of the Almighty 
with this measuring reed of our pride we present a most humil- 
iating spectacle to angels and men. 

Columbus looked across the Atlantic and a new world was 
born! He traversed the great deep and bore back to the court 
of Spain the trophies of his genius. 

Weak men might have sneered at his project of discovery 
before he set sail, but when he returned to his native land the 
hardiest skeptic was transformed into a firm believer. 

In like manner, men might have sneered at the gift of 
power before it was conferred at Pentecost; but since the Apos- 
tles have returned from this voyage of discovery, laden with 
the rich and golden fruits of their wonderful experience, it re- 
quires a prodigy of stupidity, a man deaf, blind and dumb, to 
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doubt. I may say Jupiter has no moons, and Saturn.no rings; 
but I base my assertion on the verdict of my own weak and 
unassisted vision. Because I cannot see these things I con- 
clude they do not exist, and then 1 go around exposing my ig- 
norance by declaring that these old astronomical wonders are 
legendary myths evolved from the dark caverns of heathen 
mythology. 

One peep through a good telescope would knock my un- 
belief into a thousand fragments. In like manner, an honest 
appeal to God for this gift of power until we are endued is the 
only telescope which can reveal the glories of the moral heav- 
ens; and if we have not used this magic glass, common modesty 
ought to dictate that, like the man without the wedding gar- 
ment, we should be speechless! 

2. Ihis hlesslng was sudden. 

The gift of power was not spread out thinly over a whole 
life, but like a thunderbolt it fell suddenly from heaven upon 
the disciples. 

This was not a slow, snail-like, gradual growth; but a sud- 
den opening of the secret place of power. 

It lifted the disciples immediately into a new atmosphere, 
a new experience. 

2, This pcAver emholden^ the disciples. 

After Pentecost the disciples preached the truth pointedly 
without reference to personal popularity or safety. 

They can now die for the truth; but they cannot sacrifice it. 

They do not go about feeling the public pulse like political 
jumping-jacks, ready for any moral gymnastics which public 
sentiment may dictate. They are embassadors for Christ, and 
standing in the lustrous light of their King, with the regal ?n- 
signia of his crown upon their brows and their lips they speak 
as the oracles of God! 

With them such questions as slavery and prohibition could 
never be settled by majorities. Getting near to God will al- 
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vf2Ly^ enable the soul to look upon great moral questions with 
the vision of Deity and the heart of all truth! 

4. 2 his power confounded the enemies of Ood, 

Nobody knew what it meant. Jewish scholasticism, in- 
tolerance and superstition were paralyzed and confounded l>e- 
fore this imperial cyclone that burst suddenly from the heav- 
enly world. Faces turned pale, hearts quailed with fear, con- 
viction seized upon the people, and cries for mercy were wrung 
from ail souls. 

Men never have an answer when God speaks. The lips of 
Jehovah are too much for tabernacles of clay. The fiery 
tongues revealing divine power will always consume the hay, 
wood and stubble of impious opposition, and raze the proudest 
temples of idolatry to their very foundations. The answer to 
all scientific skepticism and arrogant infidel assumption is yet 
to be found where the disciples found it — in the power of the 
Holy Ghost. 

IV. Human Substitutes for this Power from on High. 

1. Learning, 

Learning makes a good crutch for Christianity, but a blood, 
less heart! An idol carved in the human mind is no better than 
one carved in stone. It is better to go to heaven by way of a 
fisherman's smack than to go hell by way of the university. 
Learning, like wealth, is designed to become helpful in the race 
of life, but like its twin brother its elevation to a god insures 
certain wreck and ruin. Saul of Tarsus was a cultured scholar 
and a bloody persecutor, an eminent religionist, full of inflated 
scholastic zeal, but he sadly needed another degree. 

He obtained it on the plains of Damascus without much 
previous preparation and his limited and rather undignified an- 
swer in bis final examination, ''Lord, what wilt thou have me 
to do?" clearly revealed the demolition of all mental idolatry. 
His triumphant graduation here was worth more to him than 
all his former acquirements, A peerless orator, he loathed the 
embellishments of oratory; a learned doctor of the law, be 



GOLDEN GLEANINGS, 203 



never paraded his learningorhis degrees like a silly schoolboy; 
a poetic soul, full of the fire, of genius, he never allowed his 
imagination to mar the face or hide the blood of his Redeemer. 
Again and again he warned the world of the danger of putting 
on the gown of the doctor for the seamless robe, and the maxims 
of science for the blood of the Son of God. Valuable and in- 
dispensible as learning is, when it becomes, as it frequently 
does, a substitute for the power from on high, it is as bad as 
the idols found in the kyaal of the Hottentot, or the household 
gods of the cannibal. Culture without faithful adhesion to 
God's curriculum will not .destroy idolatry; it only changes the 
name of the idols worshiped. 

It may make the idol more shapely and prepossessing; but 
the hideous fact is there. 

Learning that does not reveal more of human weakness, 
and more of the love and power of God, is not sanctified cul- 
ture, but a thin varnish of pride as detestable as it is prevalent. 

The man who is proud of his purse, of his person, or his 
clothing is deservedly condemned; but by some subtle philoso- 
phy, unknown to the moral ethics of truth, the man who boasts 
of his mental acquirements and ostentatiously parades his eru- 
dition becomes a hero. One man like Mr. Moody, endued with 
the power from on high, though possessing but limited mental 
qualifications, is worth more to the world than a thousand 
learned doctors whose credentials are confined to diplomas and 
degrees. 

Do you say I disparage learning? I deny it. I want it to 
remain just where God puts it, and not assume to be what it is 
not. When learning makes a man less like Christ, proud, boast- 
ful, unfraternal with all classes of society, it becomes a pirate, 
scuttling every ship laden with the golden treasures of our 
common humanity, and richly merits the Damascus blade of 
our keenest sarcasm. Like in everything else, we have heref 
the false and the true. Little pedantic souls, who take the 
flavor of the schools as they take their cologne, by absorption, 
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are hardly to be compared with the intellectual giauts of his- 
tory, who in defiance of scholastic straight jackets, and social 
environments, rose to kingly power in church and State. 
Melancthon, a learned man, went out from the university qual- 
ified, as he supposed, for the work of the ministry; but he 
wisely discovered that ''Old Adam was too strong for young 
Melancthon/' 

The lion-hearted Luther, no indiflferent scholar, said: 
"When I preach I sink myself down. •! regard neither doctors 
nor magistrates of whom are here in this church more than 
forty; but T have an eye to the multitudes of young people, 
children and servants, of whom are more than two thousand. 
I preach to these.'** As we read these words we can hear the 
victoious shouts of the Reformation! With such seed-thoughts 
we can expect a harvest of glory. It is said of St. Bernard 
that one day he preached scholastically and the learned ap- 
plauded him. The next day he preached plainly and the peo- 
ple blessed him. "Yesterday," he said, "I preached Bernard; 
to-day I preach Christ." 

Joseph Parker, of London, a man of marvelous propor- 
tions, says; "My fear is — and it makes me cold with a 
deadly chill sometimes — that young men should imagine 
that by going through certain processes of so-called, or rightly 
called, 'education,' they become qualified in some magical sense 
to explain the heart, the love, the grace of Christ; then they 
win be pedants, tricksters, priests, self-appointed gatekeepers, 
and against the whole progeny of them, if making such official 
claims, I launch a protest of fire." 

Learning has its legitimate, rightful place; but it is no more 
the power from on high than the telegraphic wire is the elec- 
tricity which carries thought or death in its lightning velocity. 

2. Wealtlu 

When riches supplant the Almighty in the holy place, 
Peter's scorching, withering retort to Simon Magus, "Thy 
money perish with thee," becomes pertinent and appropriate. 
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That the money power of the church frequently becomes 
a substitute for the power from on high requires no labored 
effort to prove. We could point to numerous churches to-day, 
that in their earlier history were spiritually minded, full of the 
Holy Ghost and power; but which now point with carnal pride 
to their fine houses, stately organs, operatic choirs, well 
endowed colleges as the only monuments remaining of their 
former glory. Brick walls have taken the place of stalwart 
Christian character; mofiey has usurped the throne of the Holy 
Ghost. 

Church prosperity is not measured by the living vitality 
which converts souls; but by the silver nails which formality 
has driven into its coffin! 

Wealth creates caste, and caste is the enemy of Christ. 

When our fine churches shut out the poor they become 
whited sepulchres, satanic prisons, tools of the devil, which 
nothing but the angel of the resurrection can awaken from their 
sinful stupidity. 

Is the Church of God wholly exempt from this sin? 

What does it mean when wealth becomes the passport to 
places of trust and responsibility, while the loss of it in bank- 
ruptcy becomes the sudden signal for shelving the unfortunate 
in oblivion? Is there less of Christ, less of morality, less of 
Christian character simply because a man's pocketbook has 
been depleted by the exacting greed of avaricious creditors? 

It is well to remember that the rich man flaunting his fine 
linen in the face of Lazarus saw a time in his history when he 
was very willing to have the beggar perform an office of mercy 
and love in his behalf. 

3. Numhers, 

The power of the church is frequently measured by statis- 
tics. It has been said that figures will not lie; but I assert that 
when used to show the power of the church they do lie most 
shamefully. If numerical strength is the only test of power 
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Pentecost was a weak affair. Power is to be determined by the 
mathematics of the Holy Ghost. When men are devoid of 
the power from on high they fly to the carnal arithmetic of 
nurabefrs. 

When we cannot be enumerated on God's side we endeav- 
or to supply the lack of God's presence by a fierce appeal to the 
hollow-hearted pretense of numerical show. 

God is always a majority in the arithmetic of the New 
Jerusalem. 

Get on God's side, on all questions effecting heaven and 
earth, and the scarecrow of ^'public sentiment" becomes as help- 
less and limp as the dead warriors of Pharaoh lying at the bot- 
tom of the Red Sea! 

4. Church ordinances. 

Church ordinances, though of divine appointment, may 
become a snare to the soul. Christ said, "If ye love me, ye 
will keep my commandments." 

The literal observance, therefore, of church ordinances is 
but the visible expression of our love for the divine manifesta- 
tion of a soul-state; the witnessing recognition of a motive. If 
we compare our observance of ordinances with what we believe 
to be the disobedience of those who do not observe them to their 
disparagement, we do what the Bible condemns; and we are ex- 
ceedingly liable to do it because we love self, and not because 
we love Jesus Christ. 

In that case the motive is wrong, and therefore the out- 
ward act must become as flagrant a piece of Phariseeism as can 
offend Deity. 

Outward ordinances can never be pleasing to God except 
a right motive lies behind them. The external act maj exhibit 
insuff"e ruble pride; the true motive, never. Thousands are 
hugging the delusive phantom of legal obedience, while their 
hearts are far from God. They begin in the Spirit, but finish 
in the flesh. Their hearts instead of being warmed by the 
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crimson touch of the crucifixion, are busy looking after the 
waywardness of their neighbors. 

Oh, how it saddens my heart to see the inroads already 
made into the Church of God by that "form of godliness which 
denies the power." 

5. Human societies. 

Many substitute the oaths of human societies for the 
power from on high. They either doubt God's protection and 
care, or they seek the applause of what they are pleased to call 
"respectable society." 

Either unbelief or pride becomes the actuating principle 
impelling them. Religion and Christ must therefore become 
subordinated to merely human conceptions of duty and obliga- 
tion. The power from on high never leads men from the foun- 
dation of living waters to the dirty, muddy pools of hu 
man tradition, where the most incongruous elements — the 
profane and the pious — fraternize harmoniously over a common 
bond of union. If men in the Church of God have the right 
to antagonize and oppose ecclesiastical tradition — which we are 
ready to concede — they have no right to defend traditional 
superstitions in merely human societies, which at once disgrace 
their intelligence and nullify their logic. 

We must either abandon our keen scent of churchly su- 
perstitions, or leave to the moles and bats the silly gewgaws of 
a moss-back idolatry festooned with the hoary cobwebs of an 
unsearchable antiquity ! If the Lord be God, follow him! 

6. Apologies for sin. 

Under the plea that men are weak there is a disposition in 
many quarters to substitute a human ideal standard of holiness 
for that power which is from on high, thus bringing the divine 
model into subjection to the human conception of righteous- 
ness, which in reality discards the necessity of a revelation. If 
I supplant God's standard of holiness with my human ideal, I 
have the right to sweep away every vestige of the word of God 
which opposes my finite conception of propriety, and this leaves 
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me the maker of my own Bible, a very satisfactory solution of 
this problem to every sinful heart. Is it not clear, howev€>r, 
that whatever pleases the unregenerate must be unsafe theology 
for the minister of Christ to preach'i* Will I get to heaven by 
preaching viewg^ of holiness which send my auditors to hell? 

Will I assert that no man can live wihout sin, and then 
point to my example to prove my assertion? 

I object to putting one man for the race after this fashion. 
In like manner, I might say there are five times as many sinners 
as there are Christians; therefore there cannot be any Christians. 

The numerical preponderance is on the side of sin; there- 
fore, Christianity is a myth. Satan has more followers than 
God; therefore, he is greater than God! What fallacious ab- 
surdity is here. Most men commit sin; therefore no man can 
live without sin! In order to substantiate this sinful method of 
reasoning, defective scriptural characters, like Noah, David, or 
Peter, are selected and held up before the mind, and we are 
told to look at these models; that we cannot hope to improve 
on these examples and may count ourselves fortunate if we do 
so well! 

This is positively abominable! 

It is neither common sense, philosophy, nor theology! 

It is prostrating God's standard in the dust, and to my 
mind is not far from sin against the Holy Ghost. I sincerely 
trust that the humiliating day is forever past when any minis- 
ter of the Church of God will be found who can so far forget 
his divine ordiuaticm as to announce a doctrine so degrading 
and repulsive to everything which is noble and good. If I wish 
to be a successful farmer, do I select a man for a model whose 
farm is overgrown with weeds and brambles; whose fences are 
broken down; whose buildings are so rickety that they appear 
to have had a recent and serious introduction to a cyclone? 

If I wish to be an eminent physician, do I take my lessons 
from a miserable quack whose patients are all in the grave- 
yard? 



GOLDEN GLEANINGS, 209 



If I want to be a first-class lawyer, do I study my briefs 
under the supervision of a whisky drinking pettifogger who 
astonishes curbstone audiences with the astounding discovery 
that there is no God? 

If I wish to be a first-class Christian, do I take my exam- 
ples for emulation from men who have been drunk, or commit- 
ted adultery, or were guilty of profanity? 

No man of ordinary intelligence and very ordinary spirit- 
ual acumen can be gulled by such flimsy and sinful reasoning. 

The highest examples of all excellence, whether spiritual or 
intellectual, are to be taken to determine the possibilities of the 
race. I must take the best farmer, the best physician, the best 
lawyer, the best Christian as my models if I would excel in my 
calling. God therefore has given us Christ as the example to 
be copied, and he was without sin. The question is not, reas- 
oning from a human standjioint, whether you and I can meas- 
ure up to this standard or not; but the question to be settled, 
looking from the God ward side, is, '^Does God design that 
every Christian should take Christ as his model to be fol- 
lowed?" If he does, the question is settled and the standard is 
established. If he does, my efl'ort to establish another and a 
false standard is exceedingly sinful, and as much out of har- 
mony with the divine mind as it would be to attempt to circum- 
vent and thwart the purposes of Deity in the creation of the 
universe! 

Conclusion. 

1. If the immediate Apostles of Christ were not fully 
equipped for their work without this ''power from on high," 
neither are we. 

Jesus Christ does not impose superfluous truths. When 
he tells us to tarry for a certain specific thing, he means that we 
need that thing. It is amazing that men will be fierce defend- 
ers of immersion and feet washing, because Jesus taught them, 
and then conveniently discard the ''power from on high" as a 

14 
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Bible doctrine because they never sought it. Who are you that 
thus summarily disposes of the truth of Jesus Christ? 

A clod, helpless and earthy; a worm, wriggling from the 
light, ready to hide itself in the friendly gloom of forgetful- 
ness and the oblivion of ignorance. 

2. We make a mistake and are guilty of an unscriptural 
error, when we teach our young men entering the ministry 
that the only divine qualification necessary is obtained in their 
regeneration. Such teaching is absolutely false, and it is high 
time we call a halt in our revision of the New Testament after 
this fashion. If we have had nothing more than this defective, 
immature preparation for our work, inthename of high heaven 
let us not attempt to crowd and cramp the buoyant, bounding 
aspirations of our young men into the unyielding harness, made 
to order, which has crippled our powers and made us so impe- 
rious, short-sighted and egotistic that we cannot sec the truth 
of Jesus Christ flashing in our faces. 

No! a thousandfold no. 

If I have not reached this heavenly goal, perhaps some 
young man clambering over my grave may reach it. 

Shall I put my ecclesiastical straight-jacket over the throb- 
bing pulses of his bounding soul and smother him to death? 

Let us lift the young to higher spiritual altitudes by the 
magnetism of our own experience, or impel them before us by 
the dwarfishness of our attainments. 

3. If we would be scriptural in our experiences we would 
tarry before God, looking for this "power from on high," xintil 
it comes. 

The facts of religious experience are never settled by 
human preferences. Sinners are never saved until moved by 
an overwhelming conviction that they ought to be saved. 

Men entirely satisfied with a low state of grace will never 
seek the ''power from on high," any more than the sinner 
entirely content with a sinful life will seek Christ. If the sin- 
ner reads God's word, and believes with the heart that it refers 
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directly to him, he will become uneasy and dissatisfied, and in 
penitence and submission will submit to its claims. 

In like manner, if a man believes Christ meant him when 
he says we should tarry until endued with "power from on 
high," he will seek to realize the fulfillment of this promise. 
If, on the other hand, his heart is full of objections, he will go 
his way without attempting to prove God. 

Personal contact with Jesus Christ's truth; personal belief 
of that truth, and persorial willingness to obey it are all neces- 
sary to its realization, else so far as we are personally concerned 
it might just as well never have been written. Let us not fight 
against God. God's design is always the perfection of beauty. 

Man's unaided conception of the beautiful could never rise 
to the glory of an autumnal sunset. The rainbow with its 
prismatic colors, will span the throne, the very home of Deity. 
They need not the light of the sun in the kingdom of life, and 
therefore the sun will not irradiate the sea of glass mingled 
with fire. The infinite Father always provides for the needs 
of each state of being. 

His designs always include the beautiful, the useful and 
the glorious. 

We might as well attempt to burnish a sunset with a cam- 
el's hair pencil as supplement God's design of Christian experi- 
ence with the addenda of human ignorance. 

God, knowing our needs, has made the very best and 
wisest provision to supply those needs. 

God's promise to do a certain thing for us is God's pledge 
that we need the thing promised. 

Shall we thirst and die beside the fountain of life? shall our 
souls starve for the living bread while he who said, "I am the 
bread of life," stands beside us in the conflict, whispering in our 
ears, "Seek first the kingdom of God and his righteousness?'' 

The Christian world is deaf, blind and dumb, because of 
its herculean efforts to adjust God's book to its low state of 
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morals, when it ought to be adjusting itself to God's require- 
ments. 

Like hats we are afraid of the sun, when like the eagle we 
ought to welcome the light which gives us clearer vision earth- 
ward and heavenward. 

To knowCiod is to know humanity. We study our fel- 
lowincn best in the light of heaven. If you would touch 
human hearts you must first touch (iod's great heart. 

You must first ascend to heaven if you would lift the 
world upward. 

Paul's unspeakable words of Paradise clothed his speaka- 
ble words with the glory of heaven. Where is boasting then? 
It is excluded. The power from on high brings every concep- 
tion of false pride and boastful dignity to the dust. The more 
you see of God the less you see of self. Your confidence in the 
flesh vv ill be lessened in the exact ratio of your increase of con- 
fidence in the Eternal one. 

W^hatever reveals the infinite to our consciousness must 
necessarily at the same time reveal the helplessness of the finite. 
Boastful self-righteousness is therefore no mark of the power 
from on high; but it is rather unmistakeable evidence of that 
I)roud, Pharisaic self-sufficiency which is of the earth, earthy. 
We are to esteem others as better than ourselves. 

Our defects will ap{)ear as our internal vision is quickened 
and sharpened by superior light from above. No matter what 
our spiritual attainments are, entire satisfaction therewith is 
the certain prelude of stagnation and death. 

^^Woe unto you that are full," is the trumpet blast of 
warning bursting from the lips of our divine Captain. It is 
the cautionary signal burning in the storm of life, and reveal- 
ing the rocks of danger; and it is the beacon of promise, flick- 
ering above the flagging energies of the soul, inciting us 
onward and upward. 

Gather up the flashes of light which have fallen upon your 
trembling hearts from the radiance of the throne, and weaving 
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them into a diadem of beauty and glory by the ministry of 
tears and joy, sunsliine and night, peace and conflict, prayer 
and blood, cast the crown at the pierced feet of him who is 
King of kings and Lord of lords! 

''Unto him that loved us, and washed us from our sins in 
his own blood, and hath made us kings and priests unto God 
and his Father; to him be glory and dominion forever and 
ever. Amen. 



WILL ALL BE SAVED WHO ARE OBEDIENT TO A 

CONSCIENCE, GUIDED BY THE BEST 

LIGHT IT CAN OBTAIN? 

What is conscience? Referring to the Bil)le, we find the 
conscience may be good or bad. Before Ananias, Paul declared, 
''I have lived in all good conscience before God until this day." 
At anotherstageof the same trial for heresy he said, ''And herein 
do I exercise myself to have a conscience void of offence toward 
God and toward men." Again in his epistle to the Romans we 
have this language, "I say the truth in Christ, I lie not, my 
conscience also bearing me witness in the Holy Ghost." To 
the Corinthians he says, "For our rejoicing is this, the testi- 
mony of our conscience." To Timothy he writes, "Now the 
end of the commandment is charity out of a pure heart, and of 
a good conscience." Again he exhorts, "War a good warfare, 
holding faith and a good conscience." 

Of the wicked the word declares, "Speaking lies in hypoc- 
risy; having their conscience seared with a hot iron." Again we 
read, "But even their mind and conscience is defiled." In his 
epistle to the Hebrews, Paul speaking of the offering (')f Christ' 
declared it would purge the conscience from dead works to 
serve the living God. From these biblical definitions of con, 
science we glean the following summary of facts: A good 
conscience is obtained "before God;" is capable of daily "exer- 
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cise"; may exist in harmony with God, and with love for all 
men; bears ''witness in the Holy Ghost;" testifies with our '^re- 
joicing"; reveals charity from *'a pure heart"; and becomes the 
co-laborer of faith, in the '-good" warfare. An evil conscience 
speaks *'lies in hypocrisy"; is *'seared, as with a hot iron"; is 
''defiled" with the "mind," and requires the purging sacrifice 
of Christ. We learn then: 

1. That conscience is an individual tribunal, combining 
our mental and moral faculties, either condemning or approv- 
ing the acts of the possessor. 

2. That conscience may be educated by and in harmony 
with the Spirit of God, or by hypocritical alliances may liter- 
ally debar everything good. 

3. That rejoicing in C^hrist can be real only when the 
soul rests under the approving smiles of conscience. 

4. That a good conscience can exist only in connection 
with a pure heart, made so in conformity with the highest 
known standard of purity. 

Coming to moral Philosophy, we find the writers on ethics 
and casuistry differing widely in reference to what we indefina- 
bly term conscience. Some claim it to be a separate faculty 
or sense of perception, while others claim conscience to be the 
composite aggregation of all the moral elements discoverable 
in the whole realm of spiritual perception. Some writers aver 
that conscience is largely the result of educational processes, 
while others with more reason, argue the existence of an in- 
nate principle, capable it* is true of development, yet inhering 
in the very nature of man. Webster defines conscience to be 
"internal or self-knowledge, or judgment of right and wrong; 
or the faculty, power, or principle within us, which decides on 
the lawfulness or unlawfulness of our own actions and affec- 
tions, and instantly approves or condemns them." McClintock 
and Strong's Cyclopedia says: ">This faculty of forming moral 
judgments we call conscience; and if the views now expressed 
be correct there is little propriety in discussions respecting the 
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origfn bnt that of it8 possessor. Wc concede that neither 
moral ideas nor ideas of any sort are innate; but the capacity, 
nay, the constitutional necessity for moral ideas is innate." 
President Porter says: ''It is obvious that moral philosophy is 
somewhat peculiar as a science, in that it is directly applied, not 
to actions as they are, but as they ought to be." It will be 
seen that these definitions of conscience, with its cognate pow- 
ers, though differing somewhat in the nomenclature employed, 
embody substantially the same general principles. It will also 
be noted that the teachers of moral philosophy have simply 
copied the scriptural definition of conscience. The wisdom of 
God and the observation of men agree in sustaining the follow- 
ing propositions: 

1. Conscience is an innate or natural principle in men — 
the gift of God — as much an inherent part of our moral con- 
stitution as the flesh, bones, and blood are elements of our 
physical organism. 

2. Conscience can be developed to clearer perceptions of 
right and wrong only by the environment of higher standards, 
just as the human body is developed by congenial contact with 
food, light, and air, this being God's way to promote growth. 

3. The man using all the means of development toward 
a clearer, conscientious perception within his reach is no more 
responsible for failure to see things as they really are than the 
man born blind is to be condemned for failing to behold the 
sun. 

4. Obedience to the best law of which we can become cog- 
nizant is the highest wisdom possible to men, and therefore the 
certain prelude to the highest happiness of which we are capa- 
ble. 

If conscience is an innate principle implanted by the 
Divine hand, it is a self-evident truism that all men have a 
conscience. It is also a recognizable confirmation of the Divine 
law distinguishing men from the brute creation. It is the 
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lower court which passes its decisions prior to the adjudication 
of the supreme. It is the judge in every man^s breast, clothed 
with the judicial investiture of office by God himaelf and fully 
qualified to hear evidence, compare testimony, and pass verdict. 

The evidence must be heard by the ears which God has 
planted, the testimony must be weighed by the scales of Divine 
justice, and the verdict must be rendered according to heavenly 
jurisprudence. Otherwise conscience is perverted from its 
original design and becomes the pliant tool of every species of 
human knavery. As the gift of God the conscience becomes a 
sacred and important trust committed to our charge. To stifle 
its protestations is inconceivably more sinful than the mutila- 
tion of the body in imitation of heathen idolators. The 
wounds of the body may heal, leaving but the scars of former 
maiming, but the wounds of the conscience thicken the insensi- 
ble cuticle of moral perception, until the alarm bell which God 
hangs at the door of every man's heart will not awaken the 
sleeping soul which reposes within. Here we see God's law of 
development. The orerm mu^t precede life. The embryotic 
acorn is the oak in miniature. Physical contour is but the out- 
line of spiritual life. The God-given gift of conscience pre- 
supposes all such cognate auxiliaries as preception, judgment, 
and observation. 

God, in giving us power to decide and authority to inves- 
tigate, must of necessity present to our consciences the laws of 
evidence. If he gives us capacity to decide and fails to furnish 
through co-operative avenues the questions which our moral 
faculties were designed to grapple, it is as nuich a reflection on 
his wisdom as the creation of fishes without fins or birds with- 
out wings would be. How then docs the conscience perceive 
the higher standards of moral excellence through which it 
emerges to a higher plane? Certainly not by contemplating 
and imitating the merely intellectual standards of men. These 
may be, and often are, without the sanction of God. The high- 
est conceptions of moral perception exhibited in the philosophy 
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of heathen teachers like Socrates or Plato, fall far beneath the 
conscientious animus of Christianity; not because of our greater 
natural spiritual aptitude, but rather because of our superior 
means of knowledge. Christianity did not create conscience, 
but merely opened a pathway of light for its higher and 
grander flights. It is clear, then, that the higher development 
of conscience can only take place when the laws governing our 
progression are bounded by that Divine hand which implanted 
the internal monitor within us. It is not onlv reasonable but 
rigidly logical that the moral faculties of our being cannot be 
controlled in consonance with our highest possible happiness, 
except by the creator of those faculties, or the laws he has de- 
signed for their governance. The conscience, then, cannot rise 
without knowledge. This knowledge must be in harmony with 
the conscience. This knowledge is unattainable without the 
presentation to the mind of hitherto upknown perfections and 
the ready acquiescence of our moral perceptions with the truth 
thus presented. Where either the lesson or the pupil is absent, 
there can be nothing learned. The two are absolutely neces- 
sary to combine the elements of growth. How far then do the 
mutual responsibilities of God and men extend? They meet in 
tranquil harmony when God presents the truth and man learns 
all he can. It is the province of God then to reveal Ilis will; 
it is the duty of man to obey. The very word revelation signi- 
fies the presentation of truth hitherto unknown. 

This is the only standard outside of self-knowledge which 
can be safely relied on as an agent for moral dcivelopmcDt. The 
man who refuses God's method of moral training cannot con- 
sistently lay any claim whatever to Divine favor. The subject 
who refuses to acknowledge the supremacy of the will of his 
sovereign is on the high road of rebellion. The clash of arms 
is but the sequence of clandestine disloyalty. But our subject 
does not contemplate such a case. It refers to implicit obedi- 
ence to the best light which it is possible to attain. Is it reve- 
lation, natural evidences, intuitive promptings, spiritual exper- 
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iences, observation, or historical annals; then it is obedience, 
firm, unyielding obedience to the lifi^ht furnished by these com- 
bined agencies;, but on the other hand, if it is but one or more 
of these avenues of light which pour their treasures into the 
darkened soul, it is obedient to that and nothing more. No 
man is responsible for the ignorance which is unavoidable, and 
obedience to the ambiguous claims of ignorance is the fruitful 
hot-bed of the vilest supei*stitions. The idolatry springing 
from vague and fancied obedience to supposed commandments 
of God is as gross as that which flourishes among the athe- 
istical worshipers of the creature. No man has a right to fol 
low that which he does not know to be truth, and he has no 
right to remain ignorant of that which he may know. Igno- 
rance in that case would become a crime. The conscience, 
like the flowers, must turn toward the light. Whether it looks 
up to God, from the South Sea islands; from the jungles of 
Africa; the arid plains of Asia; or the Indian wigwams of Am- 
erica; it will in some manner invoke the benediction of the 
Great Supreme, and lull its cares to rest in the Everlasting 
Arms! It sees the gorgeous heraldry of its ancestral glory, 
painted by a Father's hand, across the golden heavens, laid in 
flashing amber! It hears the whispering breezes which like 
the breath of Spring floating over a garden of flowers, come 
laden to the hungry heart with the scent of spices and the inspi- 
ration of heavenly chorals! It weaves the feathery palm into 
fantastic shapes grotesquely representing angel forms whose 
dim and shadowy wings have in some way fluttered into these 
longing hearts and left their image there! The rolling thunder 
becomes the voice of God calling worshipers to their knees; the 
foaming billows of the sea moaning restlessly against the rock- 
ribbed beach, speak of the unseen land beyond; the tortuous 
rivers winding and threading their sluggish course through 
malarious mazes, sleepily write their sacred rites of magic in 
shifting sands! Looking for the opening gates of dawn these 
dusky heathen stand in the morning twilight listening for a 
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Father's voice to ring into their waiting ears the thrilling appcjil, 
'*My son, give me thine heart!" Shall these heathen be con- 
demned at last fordoing what they do not know to be wrong? 
If so, what will become of those hardened and impenitent 
wretches who knowingly violate God's law every day and glory 
in their shame? Will obedience to our best attainable light 
result in salvation? We answer yes, with a qualification. Sal- 
vation in the eternal world admits of degrees of happiness as 
well as in this world. The larger our knowledge of God the 
greater our happiness here, providing we utilize that knowl- 
edge. Heaven and hell admit of progression — that is, advance- 
ment in happiness or misery — or their construction furnishes 
an abrupt and unnatural check to the faculties of our moral 
constitution. We can see no good reason why spiritual life 
from its very inception should not consist in an unbroken and in- 
terminable series of progressive steps through the eternal cycles, 
co-existent with Godhimself. Itisthen a question of knowledge. 
Knowledge is acquired by association. If we associate much 
with God we shall know God; if we associate much with Satan 
our knowledge will become sinister. It is therefore clearly 
implied that our happiness will always be in proportionate rela- 
tion with our knowledge of God, interwoven in practical life. 
The heathen, therefore, who devoutly obey the dictates of an 
unenlightened conscience, will be saved; but they cannot enjoy 
as much happiness as those who, with greater knowledge, util- 
ize their light in enlarging their conceptions of Deity and the 
duties of men. 

Turning to the oracles of God we find this position sus- 
tained by this emphatic language: ''For when the Gentiles 
which have not the law, do by nature the things contained in 
the law, these, having not the law, are a law unto themselves; 
which show the work of the law written in their hearts, their 
conscience also bearing witness and their thoughts the mean- 
while accusing or else excusing one another. " 
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Here we learn: 

1. That the Gentiles which have not the law of God do 
by nature the things contained therein. 

2. Having not the written law, they arc a law unto them- 
selves. 

3. They give external manifestations of the law written 
in their hearts. 

4. The conscience bears witness to this internal law and 
accuses or excuses. 

It is argued that this method of inducting the heathen into 
the kingdom of God supersedes or nullifies the propitiatory 
sacrifice of Christ. By no means. It is clear, faith and knowl- 
edge are concomitant elements or agencies in our salvability. 
But where faith in Christ is impossible, for lack of unattainable 
knowledge, the atonement covers the defect. Will the idiot 
be condemned at the bar of God because he has no. personal 
faith in Christ, when the knowledge necessary to that faith has 
been withheld? Will the unconscious infant be condemned to 
eternal fires because its individual faith in the world's Redeemer 
lacks intelligibility, concentration and persistence? Will untold 
millions of untutored heathen be swept away by the wrath of a 
Father when they have never been taught how to avert that 
wrath? Certainly not. Much rather, let us hope that the 
charity inspired by the word and Spirit of God, reaching the 
loving hand of sympathy and help to all the struggling, hop- 
ing, blinded hearts of our race, may be but the faint precursor 
of a* united brotherhood amidst the flashinor liorht of an unbroken 
day! With God exalted, men redeemed, Christ enthroned, we 
shall read the mission of conscience in the terminology of 
heaven, and we shall then wonder at the perversity, blindness 
and bigotry which enshrouded this earth-life with the night of 
weeping. 
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'(^^OLLOWING the ascension of our Lord, the disciples 
|S[^ were actively engaged in propagating the truths he 
•^^ taught; and even after their commendable zeal had 
stirred up serious and vindictive persecution, scattering these 
newly fledged teachers in all directions, they still went every- 
where preaching the Word. This rapidly diff'used the Gospel 
throughout the Roman empire, which in that age ruled the 
world. Had the zeal and correct doctrine of the primitive dis- 
ciples continued in the Church, the evangelization of the world 
would have resulted in a few centuries after the ascent of 
Christ. Unfortunately, the second and third centuries wit- 
nessed deteriorating defects in the spread of the Gospel. Under 
a mistaken and powerful impulse, many able and reverent teach- 
ers conceived the destructive fallacy of ascctism and immured 
themselves in caves and dungeons. 

In the following ages this superstitious isolation was 
changed to the monasteries. Another evil of the times was 
ceremonialism. Bishops occupied the chief place in the Church, 
and Bingham states that preaching gradually fell into disuse 
until no one but a bishop was allowed to preach. Sozomen, 
the church historian, declares that in his time the Church of 
Rome had no sermons, either by the bishop or any other. Cas- 
siodorus, who was senator and consul at Rome, says that no 
one can produce a sermon preached by a bishop of Rome 
before the time of Leo, who flourished in the fifth century. 
The fevival of preaching in his day was spasmodic and 
ephemeral. Not merely at Rome, but all through the Greek 
and Latin churches, preaching was exceptional and rare during 
the long period between the sixth and sixteenth centuries. The 
preaching of Peter the Hermit and the Crusades was excep- 
tional. Preaching, as a fixed institution of the Church, did 
not again become universal until the Reformation. It was 
eagerly seized upon by Luther and his coadjutors, and used 
with such wonderful power that the Church of Rome has never 
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fully recovered from the tremendous reaction occasioned by its 
introduction. The historical triumph of preaching thus 
becomes the mutual support of its primary attestation. When 
preaching was abandoned, corruption entered and held undis- 
puted sway; and when it was again restored to its primal place 
Christianity flourished. By virtue, therefore, of the Divine 
sanction, as well as the epitomized verdict of history, preach- 
ing is doubtless to be recognized as the most distinguished and 
potent agency predetermined of Deity, for the rescue of the 
human family from the thraldom of sin. 



^ViyiTg^E ARE exceedingly adverse to that boorish pride 
•Hvoirif^ which enthrones ignorance and debases knowledge; 
^^^=^^=^ which crowns the fool and enslaves the student. 
Such vice is almost unpardonable, and invaribly springs from a 
narrow, weak, infantile mind, whose stubborn unreasonable 
prejudices will test the full strength of the educational environ- 
ment of eternal schooling! While this extreme is degrading, 
its opposite is alike destructive. We must here meet the facts 
of history. Our personal experiences, clothed with the peculiar 
fancies and theories engendered by our surroundings, can never 
settle such a question. We must appeal to the logic of events 
though such appeal grind our favorite hobby into dust as 
quickly as an egg shell would be shattered by the fledged wing 
of a full-grown cyclone. 

What are the facts? Christ chose twelve unlettered men 
and they shook the empires of the world. Since then very 
many without the learning of the schools have become flaming 
heralds of the cross, and accomplished wonders for Christ and 
humanity. Such as Bunyan, Carvossa and Moody can never 
die. Their record seems almost as imperishable as truth itself 
and the pigmy mind which would belittle their work will dimin- 
ish itself in the exact and rigid ratio of its pusillanimous, mean, 
and futile attacks. The truly learned are never guilty of such 
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petty, foul flings at honest worth and capacity ;but this despica- 
ble role is enacted only by intellectual mushrooms — the juice- 
less mummies of a past age — or the dudish pedants, at whose 
gladiatorial girdles swing the tomahawks and scalping knives 
of barbaric times! Both these extremes are guilty because of 
their superficiality. Learning when properly sanctified and 
tempered by the grace of God, becomes a powerful auxiliary 
of Christian work. When not thus tempered it may become 
a millstone about the neck to drown men in perdition. On the 
other hand, a man may be largely ignorant of the sciences and 
the classics, and yet in the curriculum of the Spirit he may be 
wise and learned; far above doctors of divinity whose theology 
rattles from sheer dryness and fossilized mustiness! God is 
sovereign. He doeth as it seemeth good to Him. He is not 
controlled by the capricious outgrowths of human surround- 
ings. He lays his hand upon this one and that one, irrespec- 
tive of human judgment as to elementary yjroficiency. He 
knows his purposes and we are not capable of judging as to the 
wisdom of his choice unless our wisdom is co-equal with His. 
Great learning is therefore no determining factor as to the indi- 
cation of the Divine Mind, neither is the lack of learning con- 
clusive evidence against the call of God. 



^^ OME OF THE greatest talkers say the least. Garru- 
^^ lity is not sense. The tongue ready tipped with the 
^^^ weak and brackish palaver of social gossip may 
not be capable of anything else. In that case, the man who 
hears is always the survival of the fittest, since the man who can 
hear, endure and survive, deserves to survive. The dapper 
little knight with cane and eye-glasses, whose delicate vocabu- 
lary is confined to the sweetly-scented perfumes of his apothe- 
cary, may be a hero in the battle field of the roses; but in the 
rugged battle of life he is no more than the foam cast up from 
the seething depths below. Let no one conclude, therefore, 
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that because he can talk he is commissioned to act as 
God's ambassador. The parrot can talk. The auctioneer 
can wittily hawk his wares. The fish vendor can glibly 
chatter in piscatorial rhyme. The gossip — that scourge of 
home and society — has immense conversational powers while 
the blooming lass, fresh from boarding school, can distance the 
most august philosopher and huigh at the unmanly taciturnity 
of the sage. Indeed, the constant twitter of unmeaning jargon 
is a sign of imbecility and weakness, and the man or the woman 
cursed with the insipidity of such a deplorable faculty, gives 
the very best evidence that (iod has fore-ordained them for the 
pew instead of the pulpit. 



()1) MAKES no mistakes. When he designed the sav 
ing of Noah and his house, there was an ark prepared 
to receive then). A basket was ready for Moses when 
he was launched upon his great mission. The ark of the cove- 
nant nuist have a home and the tabernacle is provided. Jonah 
is to be swallowed and a fish is ready. Christ dies and a new 
grave is waiting. The laws of nature and of grace combine to 
enforce the lesson that when God wants a thing done He sends 
somebody to do it. We are far from asserting that every ves- 
sel which crosses the deep starts under full sail. 

Far from it. Very many of the noblest workmen begin 
their work by dulling their tools and defacing material. We 
do assert, however, that no man who will succeed in the minis- 
try can attempt to preach very often without receiving some 
encouragement from those who hear; either souls will be con 
verted, or sinners will be awakened, or God's people will be 
quickened and profited, or words of encouragement will be 
spoken, or a desire will be manifested to have the preacher 
preach again. God w^ill find some way to help His own chosen 
workers. God will not break the wing of the sparrow which 
He hath created and leave it to perish on the burning sand! If 
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God's voice rings in your heart, He will compel the people to 
hear. The bells of heaven will always ring out an audience. 
It may be but one lonely Samaritan, but that one will catch the 
fire from your lips and carry the brands to every neighbor. 
Remember that as the springing grass and bursting flowers 
weave their ready answer to the weeping clouds above, so, in 
like manner, the germinating seeds of truth which you scatter 
give out their holy response to the Good Father who sends you 
on your mission of love! 



^I^^HE MINISTER must realize that he is a pilgrim and a 
^1^ stranger here. That houses, lands, cattle, orchards 
^ and vineyards are fore-ordained of God as the goods 
and chattels of the laity; that all covetous longings for such 
things are sinful, unless indulged by those who have never 
been called to preach. He must be willing to suffer reproach, 
persecution, poverty and incipient starvation, that he may be 
able to give the Gospel to the rich without charge, finish his 
course with joy, and in the end come up smiling, uttering the 
heroic sentiment of Paul: '^None of these things move me." 
If he is so unfortunate as to have a family, he must be able to 
contemplate with serene tranquility and complacency the hor- 
rible visions of penury and want which rise like hideous spec- 
ters over the dark future of his loved ones. He must be wil- 
ling to marry couples for dried apples, or beans, or nothing; to 
travel miles at his own expense to laj^ away the dead, and speak 
sweet words at the funerals of the rich and miserly; to be al- 
ways genial and cheerful, though his heart is breaking with 
the manifold and unnecessary hardships imposed upon him. He 
is a public servant, and every part of that indescribable some- 
thing known as the public cuts in a vigorous and clamorous 
claim on his time, his labor, his talent, and his life blood. No 
wonder he sometimes gets weary and desires a rest where the 

15 
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"wicked cease from troubling." His only support amid these 
tribulations is the blissful recollection that his Master gave up 
riches, throne, glory and life for us. It will not be long. The 
clock of eternity will soon strike and the dial will indicate the 
correct time — that time which is not measured by fame, gold, 
or bank stock. 



^I^HE WISE pugilist does not beat the air, neither does the 
fj^ skilled artillerist fire his shots at nothing. He has a defi- 
nite mark, and he watches the course of his missies as 
they speed toward his chosen target. In like manner, the 
minister must have an aim and a purpose. Like the discreet 
physician, he does not give the same medicine for all diseases. 
He carefully studies the constitutional structure of each pa- 
tient, and if, like the doctor, he sometimes misses the mark in 
his experiments of discovery, he quickly administers an emetic 
or a tonic, as the case may demand. There are many preach- 
ers who are good students of literature, but who know but com- 
paratively nothing of men. These one-sided men are never 
successful. They are easily duped by every variety of itiner- 
ating theological crank, and they are usually so self -laudatory 
and complacent as to attribute their quiescent surrender to 
the superior meekness of their own charitable souls. Men are 
the targets of our sermons. We do not attempt cherubic ref- 
ormation, nor can all our eflForts add a single feather to the 
wing of Gabriel. We belong to this race. We have fallen 
with all our fathers who have gone before, and all our posterity 
who shall come after, and our souls being lifted out of dark- 
ness to the light of life by the smile of God and the kiss of the 
Holy Spirit we are to become the living channels of truth and 
sympathy through which the imprisoned hearts of men are to 
look up into the loving face of God! 
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^Vgil^E DO NOT mean to intimate that our work in any 
jSIKP sense is to purchase pardon, or that poor sinful hu- 
^ ^ manity can compensate Deity for the treasures of 
heaven. No; we teach no such fallacy. We do believe, how- 
ever, that our estimate of things sought will be graded by our 
eflForts in the search; that the miner who seeks the precious 
nugget of gold through great weariness and toil, will appreci- 
ate and value it all the more when found; that the student who 
wrests knowledge from the arcana of facts by the severest dis- 
cipline of earnest investigation will rejoice with commensurate 
satisfaction in the obtainment of his lore. Neither the gold 
nor the facts are created or purchased by the search, but the 
diligence necessary in seeking them has had a reflex influence 
on the seeker, inspiring increased joy. If our repentance be 
imperfect, half-hearted or casual, we can never know the awful 
need of our souls; we cannot look upon our sins in the light 
that God beholds them through the infinite agonies of Geth- 
semane and Calvary; we cannot measure the stupendous con- 
descension of the son of God; and not being able to walk this 
path of tears and blood, our eyes cannot behold the glory of the 
empty sepulcher, the grandeur of the ascension, nor the transcend- 
ant beauty of our heavenly home. The spiritual illumination 
which forecasts the coming dawn, is just as necessary as that 
natural sight becomes the avenue through which the auroral 
tints of the morning are mirrored upon the human soul. 
Heavenly aflinity is soul-life and must necessarily begin in th© 
first heart-throb of spiritual animation. Much of our modern 
theology would bridge the Slough of Despond. It would bring 
the seeker directly to the cross without knowing what he wants. 
It would teach him to look and live, when he has not as yet 
made the discovery that he is dead. It would tell him there is 
life in Christ, whereas he feels that he is now better than ordi- 
nary mortals; that he does not need Christ particularly, except 
to put the finishing touch of moral varnish upon his innate 
goodness and superior excellence! 
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^^irLj|^HEN THE burning contact of God's Spirit is recog- 
'fevlW'^ nized by every affection, desire and impulse of our 
^^^^ hearts, we have no time and little disposition to quib- 
ble with the entirety of the message which the Divine Sover- 
eign places in our hands and upon our lips. It required the 
unnatural and unpleasant sea voyage of Jonah to discipline the 
recalcitrant prophet and thoroughly convince him that God was 
master of the situation. After his submarine experience he is 
perfectly willing to surrender his own will to the Divine and 
make rapid flight toward the scene of his operations. God's 
right to command His own servants as to men and message 
cuts through every desire, every custom, every taste, every 
prejudice, and everything about us, that He may make us ves- 
sels fit for the Master's use. We can no more control the 
forked lightning and dictate the locality to be smitten, than we 
can control these things. God's law is the end of controversy. 
The man who quibbles with either its mildness or its rigidity 
has yet to learn loyalty to his king. 



fAITH MUST BE preached, earnestly, completely and 
constantly. Faith cannot be described. It is trust, 
- ^ reliance, confidence, rest, all combined, and possibly a 
great deal more than the entire combination. It is quite cer- 
tain that words cannot sound the profound depths of meaning 
couched under the scriptural idea of faith. It is the leverage 
of heaven lifting us out of ourselves. It is the quenchless torch 
of life which irradiates all gloom. It is the torch of immortal- 
ity quivering in the last heart-throbs of the dying Son of God. 
It is the golden link with which hope bridges the awful chasm 
of death and brings us into communion with the loving Father. 
It is the flower of life set in the garden of the heart by the 
pierced hand! It is the magic wand of eternity which appro- 
priates all promise, uses all law, transforms all judgment. 
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sweetens all providence, enriches all poverty, and twisting 
these diverse strands of life into- the mighty cable of undeviat- 
ing love, binds us to the throne of God! 

It must be experienced to be known. A man immured his 
whole life in a dungeon, without a sight of a single ray of light, 
could no more fitly and adequately describe the sensations pro- 
duced by standing in the full glare of Ihc summer 
sunlight, than a man without the hallowed illumination of the 
faith which saves can properly describe either the sensation or 
the effect. Rest assured, talking about faith and knowing what 
we say are two distinct things. We may learn the vocabulary 
of the letter which may be repeated glibly and parrot-like, and 
yet know no more of the depths of faith than the dancing bub- 
ble above the rapids at Niagara knows of the seething waters 
beneath. Here books, the experience of others, and even the 
written word will fail us. Here we interpret the word by our 
experience. We measure this New Jerusalem with the meas- 
uring line of our faith. When our hearts absorb the promises 
of God, we know their meaning, but not until then. It is 
well to show that faith not only appropriates the infinite 
gifts of God, so potent in our salvation, but that it is highly 
pleasing to Him. Nothing could insult the loving Father 
more acutely than to doubt His veracity. 



^lg?HE TRUE MINISTER of Christ cannot aflford to be in- 
Yp diflFerent, ignorant or silent on the public questions 
which aflFect the happiness and well-being of the people. 
Nearly all these questions have a moral element, through which 
the transcendant truth of the world's history, the climacteric 
glory of the ages filters the fibrous streams ol: light upon the 
bruised and aching heart of humanity. 

Patriarchs, prophets, Jesus and his Apostles were all in- 
terested in the questions touching the welfare of the nations, 
and surely we ought to be. We are public teachers, and as 
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such we must be abreast of the current facts of our times. If 
we fail here the more specific and important truths relating to 
personal salvation will fall upon listless ears. We must main* 
tain the intellectual respectability of our calling. We should 
fearlessly espouse that side of all public questions where we are 
morally certain Christ would l)e found were He now person- 
ally ministering to the children of men. The side of pity, of 
mercy, of humanity, is always the side of God, The contempt- 
ible spirit of caste and cynical aristocracy which would push 
the poor and degraded from our sanctuaries, and sneer at their 
rags and beggary, may satisfy the cruel demands of our mod- 
ern society; but in the eyes of Him who received sinners, ate 
with Publicans, and spake tenderly to penitent harlots, such a 
course of conduct would reveal a heart ''set on fire of hell!" 
Christ's life is the supreme adjustment of all social friction. 
What would He do were He in my stead, is the sublime inquiry 
which should always antedate the personal interrogation: What 
shall I do that I am now in His stead? If we are to become 
the reflectors of His life we must study that life and seek to in- 
corporate the moral grasp of that life into our own. In order 
to do this we must forget all prejudice, all preference, all big- 
otry, and with child-like simplicity and faith receive the law 
from the lips of God. 

We cannot give out what wo have not received. Truth is 
a fountain bul)bling up from the unseen reservoir fed by the 
hand of God. Our hearts must grapple every question of life 
only as God directs, and then the unseen feeders of our faith, 
like the hidden streams supplying the gushing fountain, will 
flood our moral being; our teaching, our influence, and society 
with the sweet perfume of the heavenly atmosphere. Minis- 
ters cannot afford to be figure-heads or weather-vanes. They 
are leaders l)earing credentials from the Almighty, and they 
need to make their calling and election sure. Popular sins 
must be attacked with all the artillery of heaven. The institu- 
tions of the G.)spcl must be preserved from the encroachments 
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of the world. That which will corrupt our youth, impoverish 
the mind or destroy our Sabbaths, should be mercilessly assailed 
in the name of Him who said: "My house shall be called a 
house of prayer, but ye have made it a den of thieves." Fairs, 
festivals, and general clap-trap, purporting to be moral and 
helpful in promoting piety, must be unmasked and their false 
livery torn oflFwith a firm and unrelenting hand. Many with a 
inawkish sentimentality will advise moderation where hesitation 
is death. They would have you sugar-coat the poison which 
can only kill and destroy. Radicalism for the right is never 
anything more or less than truth on fire! If you would have 
a conflagration which consumes you must strike sparks from 
the flint of vigorous contact. Doubt, hesitancy and indifierence 
are the allies of the Devil. They will weaken your purposes 
to honor God, and ultimately crown your defeat with moral 
cowardice. Be certain you are right and then go straight for- 
ward. Do not pose as an ecclesiastical bully, or advertise 
officiously your boiling pugnacity, but do not be afraid to as- 
sert your manhood and think for yourself. Antagonize some- 
thing! Believe something and be willing to stand to it until 
convinced by argument that your belief is erroneous. 



*»• 



i^HAT IN THIS life is comparable with the grandeur 
the minister's theme? He speaks for God and 
^^=^^^ men. He would join humanity with Deity in the 
bonds of eternal wedlock. His priesthood on earth becomes 
the fitting counterpart of the higher Priesthood of the skies! 
All the developments of history, the acquisitions of science, the 
budding beauties of poetry, the flowers of rhetoric, the embel- 
lishments of sculpture and painting, are but the stars of this 
earthly constellation, which fade away in the glowing light of 
the Sun of Righteousness. The minister weaves the psalm of 
life into every sentence. He speaks of home as no one else 
can, since every fiber of his mission vibrates with the tuneful 
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melody or the grating discords of life. He stands by the little 
grave and transforms the sob of bereft motherhood into the bow 
of promise spanning the night of eternity! He comes with the 
tender touch of a sanctified humanity, and broken hearts leap 
with the inspiration of a new hope. He points the age<l and 
infirm to a land of eternal youth. He directs the maimed, the 
deformed, the diseased to a home where they shall never say, 
••'1 am sick." He speaks with assuring confidence of broken 
friendships restored, of families reunited, of hopes budding into 
immutable certainty, and the green verdure of perpetual spring 
time bursting over the grave of the dead and dismal past! He 
speaks as the oracle of (xod! He becomes the shivering thun- 
derbolt of Sinai, or the sweet and tender mouthpiece of Calvary. 
He is the gloomy herald of judgment and the joyful embassa- 
dor of mercy. With time for his rostrum, eternal destiny his 
theme, the salvation of souls his object, God for his judge, 
mankind his brotherhood, Christ his companion, the minister 
embodies in his work the awful and sublime realities of life, in 
a manner unknown to the angelic armies of heaven. 



"^^jl OW MANY preachers seem to imagfne that an unearth- 
'w^\ '^ theme should beget an unearthly manner! They 
-^^^ act as nothing in heaven, on earth, or under the earth 
is supposed to act. Their conduct transcends the realm of sup- 
position or conjecture and enters the absolutely unknowable. 
One mnn aifects the sepulchral tone, and talks in the gloomy 
variations of the bass-viol, until you feel perfectly justified in 
attributing to icy human lij)s that gloomy voice from the 
caverns of eternity; ^^Htirk from tlic tombs a doleful 
sound." Another will screech in the tine tenor key of an ac- 
quired habit, like the rasping discords of an unmusical saw- 
mill. Still another will yell like a Comanche Indian when in- 
dulging in his blood-curdling war-whoops. He seems to imag- 
ine there is a peculiar spirituality in noise. He would fire the 
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sweetest and tenderest Gospel messages with the most vigorous 
dynamite from a Krnpp battery. He would harness the earth- 
quake of human thunder and the eyelone of violent vehement 
gesticulation in a tandem team before the mild messages of 
love. He would convince the subtle reason by the dynamics 
of force, and storm the citadel of the human heart with the 
battering ram of sound. He deals in a muscular Christianity, 
in which the physical organs of the body play the most impor- 
tant part. He yells and bellows, and screams and fumes, until 
hoarse and debilitated with the unnatural process, he dwindles 
into the dreamy weakness of lassitude, and expatiates languidly 
on the wonderful sacrifices of the ministry! His hearers wonder, 
sympathize and pity. Sympathetic parishoners, trembling and 
afraid, would approach this piece of volcanic humanity with 
the charitable hope that they may be allowed the poor privilege 
of modifying the eruptions, but when they timidly and fear- 
fully mention their mission of love, they are rejected with the 
freezing scorn of injured innocence! Surely, the boisterous 
ranter ought to know that the very peculiarity which he regards 
as mdispensable, the suflFering auditors would dispense with 
without a pang of regret, and joyfully regard as a positive 
means of grace. 



IOWA TO THE FRONT. 

April, 1882, 

TpN 1846 the present State of Iowa was admitted into the 
Jj Union. Its growth from that time to the present has 
-- been marvelous and uninterrupted. During the war of 
the Rebellion, Iowa sent 83,000 troops to the field, and since 
the war the march in agricultural and manufacturing develop- 
ment has been simply enormous. Railroads thread the State 
in all directions, and the school system is unsurpassed, if not 
unequaled. 
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In 1870 there were sixteen colleges and universities in the 
State, and it is probable there are at least twenty-five at the 
present time. It is settled principally by Itsrdy, intelligent 
farmers — men of nerve, quick perception, and wonderful en- 
ergy. It is pre-eminently proper and appropriate that this 
growing, thrifty State should be one of the first to wheel into 
line on the temperance question. Already the Legislature has 
passed the Prohibitory Amendment to the Constitution and the 
sanction of the people is all that is required to make it law. 
That this sanction will be given can hardly be doubted. 

If Iowa fails to adopt what her wise and noble legislators 
now submit she will rivet the chains of pauperism and crime 
around her future destiny, and extort the curses of her smiling 
prairies upon the blasted homes of her posterity. She dare not 
be guilty of such treason. Her schools would be outraged; her 
enterprise would be chilled; her intelligence would l>e smitten 
with decay, and her glory would depart forever. She stands 
now as the pivotal light-house of this great nation. Her noble 
sister — Kansas — led by the grand, Christian hero of the nine- 
teenth century, stretches out her trembling hands for sympathy 
and help in the terrific struggle now being waged within her 
borders. Thousands of dollars, wrung from bleeding homes 
atid starving orphans, are being poured into Kansas to make 
prohibition odious. Political hacks, bummers, saloon lepers — 
the vampires of society, the barnacles of industry — papers, the 
sold and subsidized vehicles of stereotyped falsehood, are all 
put in solid phalanx against God, humanity, righteousness, 
peace and sobriety, by the active drill-sergeants of the devil. 

The moral eflfect of complete victory in Iowa will be elec- 
trifying. Kansas will gird herself anew. Other States will 
behold the light, and one after another will come trooping out, 
like the stars emerging from behind a dark cloud in a Summer 
sky. Thus the victory will go on until a perfect constellation, 
resplendent with glory, will burst upon the vision. The first 
States which cast their fetters upon the grave of intemperance 
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will be the stars of promise in this conflict. They will be 
woven like strands of light into the pillar of fire which leads our 
path to victory. They iHlI piie up the chains of their past 
slavery — now broken forever — as the brightest monument of 
their triumph. Unlike heathen kings, they will no longer 
build their mausoleums with the bones and skulls of the dead. 
The monuments reared to insanity, in the raving delirium of 
loved ones crazed; in the broken vows of the marital relation, 
and the cruel fiendishness of human demons; in the beggary 
and woe occasioned by drink; in the disease, wretchedness and 
squalor of smitten homes; in penitentiaries crowded and scaf- 
folds groaning with their plethora of victims; in the drunkards' 
graves in every cemetery, and the awful forebodings of the ter- 
rible future— these monuments, with their gory inscriptions, 
their breathing nightmare, their horrible phantasmagoria, will 
be relegated to the unknown. 

Who can fail to sustain a measure which would certainly 
and effectively remove this blight? Can a man with the hu- 
mane instincts of his kind hesitate? Much less can a man who 
professes to follow Christ doubt his duty? What was Christ's 
mission? To bless and save! Ours must be in harmony with 
his, or we are against him. What does that mean? It means 
we are doing what Satan desires we should do, and this certainly 
would be an anomalous position for Christians. Failing to ren- 
der our fellowmen help toward a better life, wherever and 
whenever we can, renders us just as guilty as the open violation 
of God's law. The neglect of Christ's salvation is suflScient to 
condemn us, for has not God thrillingly inquired, ''How shall 
we escape if we neglect so great salvation? On the same prin- 
ciple, if we neglect to use the means, and all the legitimate 
means we can to rescue the fallen victims of drink, we become 
guilty before God. God has not divorced our religion from 
the happiness and security of home. Rather, our religion must 
brighten every home it touches, like the life of our blessed 
Master. But if our neutrality and supineness in the temper- 
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ance work amounts to neglect, what is our influence but the 
serpent's fang, which poisons the wounds which Satan hath 
made? 

We trust that every Christian minister, every Christian 
man, and every Christian woman will be found upon the right 
side in this conflict. We cannot afford to bring up the retreat 
of any reformatory movement. The cries of humanity must 
melt the fetters of our past captivity. The clerical hallelujah, 
mingling with the hoarse baying of bloodhounds on scent of 
fleeing fugitives, is lost among the joyous flowers growing on 
the tomb of slavery! We do not want the infamy repeated 
now. We do not want skulkers, who will creep into camp 
under cover of the night, and in the broad daylight of the com- 
ing glory lustily assert their constant allegiance to the temper- 
ance work. We want men, brave men, and we want them 
now? The fate of unborn millions hangs upon our decision. 
Our children's children will either bless or curse our memories 
for the position we now take. The last echoes from the old 
bell in Independence Hall were only hoard when the ringing 
laugh of the last slave-child broke forth like a ripple of joy on 
the sea of Emancipation! With joyous hope for the great fu- 
ture, we cry, ••'Iowa, to the front !" 



THE ORIGIN OF THE CHURCH OF GOD. 

T SEEMS to us peculiarly appropriate that the first thing to 

be settled is the meaning of the title, ' 'Church of God.'' 

"^ If it is the congregation, the organic, local, literal body 

of believers, and that only, the question may not be hard to 

settle. 

Does the mere fact of membership in this organic body 
make a man a member of the Church of God, as that church 
is developed in the holy scriptures? If it does, then an un- 
saved man may be a member of the Church of God, and this 
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would logically imply that said church may be a human insti- 
tution. 

Now, the term ekkleesia^ according to Greek scholars, 
means the out-called; but surely when associated with the Su- 
preme Being it means called out for Him, his service and his 
work. In this connection the essential meaning of the word is 
the same whether applied to the congregation of Israel or the 
New Testament Church. In the one case it recognizes a na- 
tional development, while in the other it points to a spiritual 
development. Did not God call the descendents of Abraham 
as his own in contradistinction to all other tribes? Israel was 
the out-called of the nations. Did this fact insure the holiness 
and devotion of all the congregation of Israel? By no means! 
Thousands fell in the wilderness because of their wickedness. 
We see then that something else was necessary to make Israel 
the real out-called of God than a place in the visible congrega- 
tion. So, something else is absolutely necessary to fix the date 
of the origin of the Church of God, than its visible organiza- 
tion after Pentecost. 

Is a wicked man in a church organization any part of the 
true Church of God? If he is, then a whole church may be 
wicked, and yet be a Church of God. This cannot be, because 
it lacks a primary qualification. Was not the same thing true 
of Israel? ''For they are not all Israel which are of Israel: 
Neither because they are the seed of Abraham are they all 
children." Now, if they were not all children though they be- 
longed to the seed of Abraham in visible and literal connection 
with the Abraharaic stock, by what peculiar logic can we deter- 
mine the origin of the Church of God by its visible and or- 
ganic formation? 

The literal organization of the Church is God's manifesta- 
tion to men, as Christ manifest in the flesh is his avenue lead- 
ing us up to the Deity. His humanity is but the covering of 
his divinity, and the prior existence of the latter gives all the 
prestige and power existing in the former. So the organization 
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of the church, its ordinances, its visibility, etc., compose the 
body in which the Holy Spirit dwells, and antecedently quick- 
ened by that Spirit, or the very word Church becomes a mis- 
nomer. 

How then can we date the origin of the Church of God, 
except we know the date of the Holy Spirit's first work? To 
say that Christ was thirty-three years old when he died, is 
speaking after the manner of men, and does not settle his real 
age. So, to our mind, to date the origin of the Church by its 
visible manifestation is accommodating divine things to our ma- 
terial conceptions, and is not speaking according to the Bible. 
Now, we hold that the very word ''out^salled" indicates a neces- 
sity. That necessity is that God calls and they heed. Then, 
unless this communion between the believer and God vitally 
exists, the members of visible churches are not the out-called of 
God. They are the out-called of men, consequently not mem- 
bers, biblically speaking, of the Church of God. 

If not members of the Church of God by virtue of a vol- 
untary, organic combination, what is the essential necessity 
making them such? 

We answer, ''The new birth!" But we are told this is em- 
phatically a New Testament doctrine. We are not so sure of 
that. The first reference Christ makes implies more. When 
Nicodemus said, "How can these things be?" Jesus answered, 
' 'Art thou a master of Israel and knowest not these things?" 
Christ expected that a teacher of Israel ought to know the truths 
he was teaching, and this indicates clearly that however much 
the nomenclature might differ, the substantial facts of regener- 
ation are the same in all ages. Now, then, the whole question 
turns upon this point: Is the origin of the church to be dated 
from the essential and absolutely necessary elements of its con- 
stitution, or from its outward form, which may exist without 
its being a Church of God at all? If the former, the fact 
cannot be ascertained; if the latter, we lose the Bible idea of 
the Church. The fact is, the formative period of Church life 
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is but the outgrowth of a prior state of acceptance with God, 
What was true of the apostolic church is true still. We can- 
not organize true Churches of God without prepared material. 
Who prepares it? God, of course. 

Then who is to have the credit of calling out from the 
world the individual members of the church, the Lord Al- 
mighty, whose Spirit performs the real work, or the human 
agency, which simply organizes what God has done? We very 
well know that it will be said that the word ekkleesia refers to 
the congregation. Very well. But the congregation of be- 
lievers embodies the elementary idea of holiness and separation. 
From whence does this idea emanate? Evidently not from the 
congregation alone, for this applied to the wicked rabble at 
Ephesus, which was very far from a Church of God. The 
fact is, this word sometimes refers to the entire body of be- 
lievers, and again it is limited to a local organization. ''And 
the Lord added to the ekhleesia daily such as should be saved," 
(Acts ii-47.) This passage clearly and unmistakably uproots 
and demolishes the modern deception that men can bo scriptur- 
ally added to the Bible church by any other power than the 
Lord. This cannot be by the right hand of fellowship, bap- 
tism, feet washing, communion, etc., because these are physical 
performances and never administered by the Lord. 

• Then men must be added to the spiritual ekhleesia by the 
Lord, and this must be done prior to local, organic union; for 
their membership does not depend on the partnership in the 
visible congregation, but on the divine qualification — saved! 
How then can we date the origin of the Church of God from 
its visible manifestations? Again, in Hebrews xii-23, we have 
the same word used in a general sense. Here the ekkleesia is 
very large. The congregation is made up of the general as- 
sembly and church of the first born, which are written in 
heaven. Here our human conceptions are again corrected. 
'* Written in heaven," becomes the necessary antecedent of 
church communion. 



240 GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 



Again, the church spoken of here is composed of every 
believer in Christ, and therefore cannot be limited to any local 
sphere, nor to any visible congregation, inasmuch as writing 
their names in heaven is God's act, and therefore unseen by 
mortal eyes. Now, while this word is frequently used when 
referring to the local organization, we believe it is never used 
when applied to the out-called of God — the peculiar people 
zealous of good works — without, at the same time incorpo- 
rating the idea of previous holiness or communion with God. 
The visible is then the outgrowth of the invisible, the local of 
the general, and the literal is the result of the spiritual. This 
we believe is God's revelation of the church. 

Having laid the foundation, we now proceed with our 
argument. We affirm that what the Bible calls ''the church" 
had an existence long before the day of Pentecost. We do not 
deny very important changes in the visible organization, but 
this does not touch the tenability of our position. The law 
was given by Moses, but grace and truth came by Jesus Christ; 
yet we cannot assume that the grace and truth of Jesus nulli- 
fies the Ten Commandments. We prove our position from 
these considerations: 

1. The general assembly in heaven is called ''the church." 
Now if this assembly embraces the New Testament church only 
it is not general, but partial. 

If the prophets are not in this company, which Paul calls 
'^thc church," they are not saved; for he says this assembly had 
their names written in heaven. If they were saved outside of 
the church here, by another process, did they just join the 
church in heaven? And by what process did they get in? Did 
they unite with the visible organization after Pentecost? If 
that was their entrance into the church, they had a long proba- 
tion, and we fear could not be saved at all. But if they be- 
longed to the church before Pentecost, then the church existed 
before. If they were saved by a church entirely distinct from 
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the Church of God, then there would be two general assem- 
blies, whereas God speaks of but one, and that the ''Church of 
the firstborn." 

2. Stephen said, This is he (Christ) that was in the church 
in the wilderness with the angel which spake to him (Moses) 
in the Mount Sinai, and with our fathers: 

Here we learn that ''the church" was with Moses in the 
wilderness. Secondly, that Christ was in that church, though 
nearly fifteen-hundred years before his literal birth. What be- 
comes now of the assumption that the church could not exist 
before Christ's actual advent in the flesh? Stephen says it did 
exist, and intimates quite conclusively that Christ was its head 
hundreds of years before his birth at Bethlehem. 

3. "And all that dwell upon the earth shall worship him, 
whose names are not written in the book of life of the Lamb 
slain from the foundation of the world." (Rev. xiii-8.) 

There is then but one book of life, that is of the Lamb, 
and he slain from the foundation of the world. Now, he was 
not actually slain until he died on Calvary, but in the mind of 
God he was. Looking through God's mind to the atonement 
is what saves the soul, whether the individual be Abel beside 
his rude altar, or Saul of Tarsus from the plains of Damascus. 
All the types and shadows of the old law pointed forward to 
Christ, and men were saved by the faith which they represent- 
ed; while all the ordinances of the New Testament point back- 
ward to the same Saviour, and still men are saved by the faith 
they represent. We hold that the Bible church idea is more in 
the internal, divine salvation, than in the external, which serve 
only for the saving power. 

4. Isaiah, in speaking of Christ, conforms to this idea of 
his ever-living presence at all times. "He hath no form nor 
comeliness," "He is despised and rejected of men," "He was 
despised and we esteemed Him not," "surely He hath borne 
our griefs and with his stripes we are healed." "He was op- 
pressed and He was afflicted" "for the transgression of my 

16 
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people was He stricken." The prophet looks upon the atone- 
ment as an accomplished fact, because it was so in the mind of 
God. 

5. Paul says, ''By faith Moses, when he was come to 
years, refused to be called the son of Pharaoh's daughter; 
choosing rather to suffer affliction with the people of God, than 
to enjoy the pleasures of sin for a season; esteeming the re- 
proach of Christ greater riches than the treasures of Egypt. 

1. Here we have Moses choosing. 

2. Choosing affliction. 

3. With the people of God. 

4. This people suffering reproach. 

5. That reproach the reproach of Christ. 

How could Moses suffer the reproach of Christ if there 
was no Christ to save until his physical manifestation? We 
have not only found the church in the Old Testament, but the 
Christ who is the head over all things to the church. Now, is 
bin always a physical manifestation? By no means. Then why 
argue illogically that the physical offering of Christ must take 
place before the atonement is efficacious for the destruction of 
sin? Faith is not a physical act at all. It is a mental act, and 
therefore must harmonize with the constitution of God, who is 
a Spirit. The soul, grasping the design of God, is brought in- 
to the realization of whatever blessings accrue from that design. 
Therefore the "body of Christ," spoken of in the scriptures 
as his church, refers to its physical constitution only in a 
secondary way, and its spiritual affinities in a primary sense. 
Take Paul's illustration of the body. He says Christ is our 
life. What does life do for the body? Life is the first thing 
necessary to do anything. So the broken bread and the fruit 
of the vine become utterly valueless without preceding prepa- 
ration. Then it is clear that these physical representations do 
not manifest our faith in the sufferings of Christ's body only; 
but, rather, that the words "in remembrance of me" compass 
the whole sacrificial offering, culminating in the death of the 



GOLDEN GLEANINGS. 243 



victim on the cross. Take Christ's own illustration; "lam the 
vine, ye are the branches." The branches do not sustain the 
vine, but they are created by an internal, unseen force. So 
the physical development of Christ's body is but the outgrowth 
of a mighty, spiritual potentiality in the economy of God's 
plan. 

6. ''For by one Spirit are we all baptized into one body." 
If we enter the body by the Spirit we do not enter it by phys- 
ical locomotion. "But now hath God set the members every 
one of them in the body, as it hath pleased him." If God 
does it, who can say that he is limited to any particular time? 
"And God hath set some in the church." If God sets us in 
the church, which is Christ's body, does he do it physically or 
spiritually? If he does it physically, why did the Apostles take 
the matter out of his hands and assume to do what He gave 
them no authority for doing? If He sets us in the church 
spiritually we want to know why the physical death of Christ 
must take place before God could perform this preliminary 
necessity to church membership. 

Confirmatory of our position taken, we now quote from 
I Corinthians, x, as follows: 

"Moreover, brethren, I would not that ye should be igno- 
rant how that all our fathers were under the cloud, and all 
passed through the sea, and were all baptized unto Moses in 
the cloud and in the sea, and did all eat the same spiritual meat, 
and did all drink the same spiritual drink; for they drank of 
that Spiritual Rock that followed them; and that Rock was 
Christ." 

The Rock followed them, so it w^as not the stationary 
article. It gave forth spiritual drink, so it was not a fountain 
of literal water. It was Christ, so that his physical death was 
not a necessity to sustain the "body of Christ," which is the 
church. 

We now propose to examine the distinct qualifications of 
membership in the Bible church, and by this means we can de- 
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termine, at least partially, the character of the church itself. 
We begin with the means: 

1. Preaching, 

God has always pointed the world to His Son through 
preaching; and the argument attempted, that pi-eaching is dis- 
tinctly a New Testament order to bring man to salvation, will 
not l)ear the test of criticism. 

David says: **1 have preached righteousness in the great 
congregation. 

1. The Psalmist preached. 

2. The place is designated — The great congregation. 

3. The subject is given — Righteousness. 

"And thou hast also appointed prophets to preach of Thee 
at Jerusalem." (Neh. vi-7.) 

Then the prophets were preachers, commissioned of God 
to preach of him at Jerusalem. What can be more conclusive 
than that preaching is not exclusively a New Testament institu- 
tion? 

"Arise, go unto Nineveh, that great city, and preach unto 
it the preaching that I bid thee." (Jonah iii 2.) 

Here we learn that Jonah was a preacher, with a message 
given him by the Lord, at least eight hundred years before 
Christ was born. Surely that is not confined to New Testa- 
ment history. But we add the testimony of Jesus himself. 
"The men of Nineveh shall rise in judgment with this genera- 
tion, and shall condemn it, because they repented at the preach- 
ing of Jonas; and behold a greater than Jonas is here." We 
suppose Christ's testimony, so clear and emphatic, ought to be 
valid. Listen to Peter: "But those things which God before 
had showed by the mouth of all his prophets, that Christ should 
suffer. He hath fulfilled. Repent ye, therefore, and be con- 
verted, that your sins may be blotted out when the times of re- 
freshing shall come from the presence of the Lord; and he shall 
send Jesus Christ, which before was preached unto you." 
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1. The Jews had Christ preached unto them. 

2. Before He came in the flesh. 

3. By all the prophets. 

But the Gospel itself was preached in the days of Abra- 
ham. "And the scripture, foreseeing that God would justify 
the heathen through faith, preachod before the gospel unto 
Abraham, saying, 4n Thee shall all nations be blessed.'" 

These quotations indicate conclusively that preaching was 
not exclusively a New Testament order. Time would fail us 
to speak of Noah, the preacher of righteousness, of Samuel, of 
Elijah, of Daniel, and others. 

2. Prayer. 

Prayer is an Old Testament institution, and it is a singu- 
lar fact that there are more references made to it in the Old 
than in the New. It is also remarkable that there are a great 
many more prayers of diflferent kinds recorded in the Old than 
in the New. Holy men have always been preeminently noted 
as men of prayer. Whether men lived before Christ suffered 
in the flesh or since that event, prayer seems a common neces- 
sity, and it does seem a little remarkable that if the Bi^ble 
Church of God is so vastly different in its elementary constitu- 
tion since the personal advent of Christ, that the same require- 
ments are imperatively necessary. 

3. Repentance. 

Repentance for sin was clearly and definitely apprehended 
under the old dispensation. The fifty-first Psalm, written by 
David while suffering the most dreadful soul anguish because 
of his sin, is without a parallel in the entire Bible. Such con- 
trition, such loathing of himself, such concentration of abhor- 
rence, such pleading with God for cleansing, indicate the keen- 
est moral perceptions, and shows quite conclusively that the 
moral requirements of the New Testament were not unknovvn 
to the Old. 
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Samuel, confronting Saul, speaks of God on this wise: 
''For He is not a man that He should repent." This lan- 
guage conclusively and forcibly indicates the prevalent knowl- 
edge on the subject of repentance; that it does not belong to 
Deity; but that in view of man's frailty and erring judgment, 
and his sinful predisposition, it is essentially and rigidly a hu 
man duty. The physical death of Christ has not changed this 
much. 

4. Faith, 

We now come to notice the great instrumental cause of 
human deliverance. We have been told, "That credible evi- 
dence of faith in Christ is necessary to membership in the 
church. But this could only have been required after Christ 
came into the world." This is a necessary and legitimate con- 
clusion to the premise that the "body of Christ," the church, 
could not exist before Christ's literal, real body, suffered on 
Calvary. We have shown this premise to be false, and we now 
proceed to show that the conclusion is equally so. In the 
prophecy of Habakuk ii-4, we have this language: "The just 
shall live by his Faith." 

Now, how is a man made just? "Therefore being justified 
by faith we have peace with God through our Lord Jesus 
Christ." 

But, says one, "no one was justified before Christ's literal 
appearance." Let us see. Jesus said, "Your father Abraham 
rejoiced to see my day; and he saw it and was glad." 

In his exulting faith in the coming Messiah, the old patri- 
arch rejoiced and was glad. That looks something like faith. 
Again, Christ says: "Before Abraham was I am." If he ex- 
isted before Abraham, he cftuld become an object of faith be- 
fore his literal advent. Christ's words in this passage are in 
perfect harmony with our entire line of argument. "Even as 
Abraham believed God and it was counted unto him for right- 
eousness." "Know ye, therefore, that they which are of faith, 
the same are the children of Abraham." 
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1. Abraham believed God. 

2. His faith was accounted to him for righteousness. 

3. They who have faith, whether Jew or Gentile, are 
Abraham's children; not as lineal descendants, but as children 
in the one family of faith. ''For ye are all the children of 
God by faith in Christ Jesus." "He saith not, 'And to seeds 
as of many; but as of one, and to Thy seed, which is Christ.' 
And this I say, that the covenant that was confirmed before of 
God, in Christy the law, which was four hundred and thirty 
years after, cannot disannul that it should make the promise of 
none eftect." This law of faith was prior to the giving of the 
decalogue, which Paul says was "added" because of transgres- 
sions. By faith Abel offered unto God a more excellent sacri- 
fice than Cain, by which he obtained witness that he was right- 
eous. Enoch was also a child of faith, and had the testimony 
that he pleased God. What more can any child of God have 
than the witness from God that he is accepted? 

1. These holy men were moved by faith. 

2. In answer to their faith, God gave them the witness 
they were righteous. 

3. If their faith was not founded on the coming Messiah 
thej'^ were saved without Christ. 

4. If not saved by Christ, what saved them? 

The formidable passage in the sixteenth chapter of Mat- 
thew reads as follows: 

"And I say also unto thee, that thou art Peter, and upon 
this rock I will build my church; and the gateis of hell shall not 
prevail against it." The word "will" does not preclude the 
possibility of prior building. Rather, we take it, Christ meant 
to convey the idea of a completion of the building by breaking 
down the middle wall of partition between Jew and Gentile, 
thus making of twain one new man, in the common acknowl- 
edgment of the divinity of Christ. The Bible is full of this 
meaning of the word "will." 
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"I will love Thee, O Lord, my strength." To put David's 
love for God all in the future is to do violence to the sense of 
the passage. Again, '*! will extol Thee, O Lord;" "I will 
bless the Lord at all times;" "I will hear what God the Lord 
will speak;" "1 will sing of the mercies of the Lord forever;" 
''I will sing of mercy and judgment;" "I will keep Thy 
statutes." 

No one in reading tliese passages can conclude reasonably 
that David was a wicked sinner when he uttered these words, 
and spoke prospectively of what he expected to do for the first 
time in his life. Rather, would not reason dictate that he uses 
the Avord ''will" to express his determination that he will pros- 
ecute to the end the religious life already begun? 

But let us look at the passage more closely. What does 
Christ mean? 

Does Christ mean to say that he will build his literal church 
upon the literal Peter, and that the gates of hell shall not pre- 
vail against that church? Evidently not. For in that case He 
would have a foundation exceedingly unstable, forasmuch as 
Peter denied his Lord. How could the building endure when 
the foundation is splintered all to pieces by the first jar of the 
gates of hell? 

2. Does he mean the word "rock" as the expressive in- 
terpretation of Peter's name? Not likely, for Christ himself is 
the "Chief corner stone," thus making another foundation a 
grand impertinance. "For other foundation can no man lay 
than that is laid, which is Jesus Christ." 

3. Now, look at the context. Peter had said, "Thou 
art the Christ, the Son of the living God;" and Christ had re- 
plied, " Flesh and blood hath not revealed it unto thee, but my 
Father which is in heaven." 

1. Peter acknowledged Christ as a Divine being. 

2. Being a Jew, this acknowledgment made Christ the 
head of the one universal church. 
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3. This truth Peter learned, not by the literal death of 
Jesus, but by the revelation of the Spirit of God in his heart. 

Here we have found the foundation of the church, against 
which the gates of hell shall not prevail, viz: The cordial and 
full acceptance of Jes^is Christ as the Messiah^ this fact being 
imbedded in tJie lieart by the Spirit of God! Every duty in 
the life of man springs from this fundamental truth. The ac- 
ceptance of this truth breaks down nationality, race, kinsh^, 
color, and language, and unites the human family in one fra- 
ternal brotherhood with Christ as our Elder Brother. Jesus 
had not yet died when this fact was made apparent to Peter. 
If the Spirit of God could reveal it to Peter before Christ's 
death, why could not the same fact be revealed to Abraham? 
And if the acceptance of Christ's divinity before he suflered 
made Peter a member of Christ's body — the church — why did 
not the acceptance of the same fact make Abraham one also? 

Paul, writing to the Ephesians, calls the church a family. 
"And to make all men see what is the fellowship of the mys- 
tery, which, from the beginning of the world hath been hid in 
God, who created all things by Jesus Christ **^ For this cause 
1 bow my knees unto the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, of 
whom the whole family in heaven and earth are named." 

Now, let men cavil all they will about the "kingdom," 
"church," and "family" being such vastly diflferent things as 
they appear through the misty metaphysical glasses of human 
fancy, one thing remains: 2he only legitimate way of getting 
into a family is being born into it. The scriptures declare that 
we are born of God. As this truth is eifected by the Spirit of 
God, it necessarily puts us into a spiritual family. Can we be 
in the family of God without being in the Church? One an- 
swers, yes, because the church is not yet organized. Let us 
see. Paul calls the general assembly the church; but you turn 
the very family of God out of this general assembly because 
they were not in the visible church after Pentecost. Who au- 
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thorized us to do a wholesale business after this fashion? The 
whole family. Then again, the whole family. The whole 
family embraces those in heaven who have died in faith and 
those on earth who are on the way. 

But there is but one family, not families, and if outside 
this, we are outside of the family of God. Then, whose fam- 
ily do we belong to? ('an we l>elong to the Bible church out- 
side of this family? If we can, then Paul misrepresents when 
he says ''the whole family," for we are bound to thmk that at 
least part of the church organized at Pentecost belonged to the 
"one family." If we cannot belong to the Bible church out- 
side of this "one family," then wherein lies the difference be- 
tween the two when reviewed from a biblical standpoint? We 
know families have rules, regulations, organization if you 
please; but these do not constitute the participants members 
of the family. It is birth, and only that, which is known be- 
fore the law as constituting the seal of heirship. 

In this same chapter where Paul speaks of the one family 
he supplements his argument with this language: "Unto him 
be glory in the church, by Christ Jesus, throughout all ages, 
world without end, Amen." 

1. Christ dwelt in the church. 

2. In all ages! 

3. Unto Him the church is to give glory. 

Now, if the church did not exist, how could Christ dwell 
in it in all ages? We care very little what commentators say 
about this question, especially when they diametrically oppose 
the oracles of God. If they speak not according to the "lively 
oracles" it is because there is no light in them. If they date 
the origin of the church with its visible organization after 
Christ's death, it is because they speak after the manner of 
men and not according to the Holy Scriptures. 



GOLDEN GLEANINGS, 261 



F EVER MEN should be in dead earnest it is when they 
are pleading with their fellow-men to be reconciled to God. 
"^ The man who would trifle with the awful realities of eter 
nity is either a fool or a hypocrite. Every afiection and aspir- 
ation of the soul must be strung to its highest tension. Stage 
affectation must be ignored, or rather, we must have something 
better. Earnestness must be real, for the people will soon de- 
tect the false sham of hypocritical tone and manner. Earnest- 
ness must be inspired by contact with Christ in His work. Fel- 
lowship with the suffering Son of God will awaken such de- 
sires in the heart as will set on fire every latent power, by the 
torch of the Holy Spirit, and send forth His ministers as lamps 
that burneth* Seek to be imbued with the mind and purpose 
of Him of whom it was said that the zeal of his house hath 
eaten him up. Judgment and zeal may be the twin children 
of reform. True earnestness is not the blind and erratic child 
of fanaticism, but the sober pilot at the helm of thought. 
Christ was the personification of earnestness, but also control- 
led by the highest discretion. The two are not incompatible, 
but wisely ordained, the dual companions in every moral tri- 
umph. 




)LL feelings of asperity — if such exist anywhere — 
should be absorbed and swallowed up in the united 
tenderness of our supreme affection for God and one 
another. Love is stronger than death and will permit no sub- 
stitute. It is the sweetest flower of Paradise, the diamond 
point of the spear which emptied the heart of the Son of God! 
It covers defects, extinguishes resentments, extols virtues, 
extends help, blesses the weary, softens cruelty, sweetens be- 
reavement, and energizes every thought and act with the vital- 
ity of heaven and the power of God! 

Let me insist that every other consideration of life be sub- 
ordinated to the cultivation of this holy and brotherly affec- 
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tion. Without this our most pretentious works will be but 
dead and withered leaves; crumpled, broken and powdered 
in the grasp of the pierced hand of our coming Judge. 
No kingly contestant of merely mental origin and birth can 
ever usurp this throne. This is the realm of the heart. Here, 
Mercy, robed in her tears of pity, assumes the regal vest- 
ments of her reign! Without partiality, without hypocrisy, 
esteeming others better than ourselves; with lowliness of mind, 
with love for all, and forgiveness for all, let us go forth to con- 
quer under the blazing and effulgent light of the Holy Spirit? 
Love was Christ's weapon, let it be ours! If we cannot scale 
the mountains at a bound, we can dig them down and cast 
them into the sea. If it be said that this is a slow process 
and liable to produce impatience, let us remember the six thous- 
and years which God has already spent in persistent efforts for 
the reclamation of the race and that He still pleads with unre- 
laxed energy and tenderness. What encouragement in disap- 
pointment and failure; what hope amid the gloomy night of toil; 
what joy springing from the tears of sorrow; if we should remem- 
ber with grateful adoration and trustful confidence, the work which 
God hath wrought for us. Our lives are short but principles are 
eternal. We will measure eternity — not by heart throbs — but 
loving fellowship! The stars will fade and die, but love will 
forever kiss the plains of life. Let us cultivate this plant of 
abounding f ruitf ulness and deathless tenacity, though surround- 
ed by the burning sands of earthly sterility, for it will soon 
be transplanted to richer fields and fairer climes. There it will 
grow, untouched by the frosts of envy, unimpeded by the 
breath of slander, unmarred by the cruel stabs of jealousy, un- 
trammeledby the smothering incubus of selfishness; but radiant 
with glory, verdant with life, perennial in growth, it will laugh 
at death, and by its heavenly and fragrant sweetness, will per- 
fume the garden of the Lord! Shall we not give this budding 
flower root in the soil of our hearts? The broken crags of the 
Alps sometimes nourish the tiniest flowers. Shall not our 
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hearts, though broken by the rude shocks of life, and scarred 
by the lightnings of human cruelty, still give nourishment to 
this celestial plant! Remember it is fed from above. Its root- 
lets touch the great heart of God. If we would love each other 
as brethren, we must first love God with the whole heart. Our 
earlh-life is graduated and controlled by our heavenly Father. 
Fellowship with heaven will make our fellowship here like 
heaven! 



WHAT V6 SCRIPTURAL SANCTIFICATION^ 

[READ BEFORE THE MINISTERAL ASSOCIATION OF THE ILLI- 
NOIS ELDERSHIP AND PUBLISHED BY VOTE OF THE ELDERSHIP.] 

^^UR SUBJECT being guarded by the well chosen limits 
aI^J/ ^^ ^^^ Holy Scriptures, our definitions of terms must 
^ necessarily be derived therefrom, and therefore what 
may seem at first sight to be arbitrary freedom, will, on closer 
investigation, appear to be our only recourse, in harmony with 
the prescribed terms of this discussion. Evidently the primary 
meaning of the word sanctify is a setting apart to holy uses. 
This position is strengthened by the fact that the word mnc- 
tuary means a place set apart. Though this definition is cer- 
tainly and surely the bed-rock of all scriptural investigation of 
this subject, much bewilderment has been occasioned by forci- 
bly and arbitrarily rejecting the various phases of meaning and 
shades of interpretation springing from this prolific fountain. 
For instance, the Israelites were frequently told to sanctify 
themselves^ while in the New Testament, Peter tells us we are 
elect through the sanctification of the Spirit, This is but one 
of a multitude of passages which might be adduced, showing 
that, while the sanctification of the Bible, in its general scope, 
signifies a setting apart to God's service, it also includes, es- 
pecially in the New Testament, the conscious witness of the 
divine Spirit in attestation of the consecration being made. 
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This fact is so glaringly apparent that further proof is unnec- 
essary with candid students of the Bible. 

But how far does the setting apart to holy uses extend? 
What does the New Testament teach as the limit of personal 
consecration? This is the heart and soul of the subject. The 
ultimatum and climax of personal consecration is pithily sum- 
marized by Paul when he says, ''And the very God of peace 
sanctify you wholly; and I pray God your whole spirit and 
soul and body be preserved blameless unto the coming of our 
Lord Jesus Christ." Here we learn complete sanctification to 
mean, 

1. The entire surrender of spirit, soul and body to the 
will of God. 

2. That the state here designated is a blameless one in 
the sight of God. 

3. That this happy experience is wrought in the believer 
by God himself, as the result of the complete personal setting 
apart to his service of the whole spirit, soul and body. 

We indirectly learn another thing from this passage, us- 
ually lost sight of by the extreme wings of the sanctilication 
controversy. The words ''sanctify you wholly*^ clearly em" 
phasizos the fact that these Thessalonians were not then fully 
sanctified, and that sanctification may be partial^ inasmuch as 
the word wJwlly in this connection evidently means the com- 
pletion of that already begun. With these facts before us, we 
conclude that sanctification implies the wresting of the entire 
man from the dominion of sin, and devoting in complete con- 
secration to God all his ransomed powers. This work is eff'ec- 
ted by the mutual, harmonious co-operation of the individual 
with the Holy Spirit. 

Having found as we believe the crowning consummation of 
this work, we now turn to the analytical consideration of its 
elementary basis. 

First, we inquire. What is sin? Sin is said to be the trans- 
gression of the law. What law? May we not sin without 
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overtly violating the decalogue? Yes, evidently. Sin may 
exist in thought, purpose, desire. The serpent in the garden 
approached Eve with a suggestion which ripened into a physical 
act. Christ aptly illustrates this subject in his Sermon on the 
Mount, when he forcibly proved that sin had its home in the 
human heart and that this foundation of iniquity must be 
cleansed before the life can be pure. Men, therefore, in order 
to be saved must be rescued from the dominion of evil. Satan 
is a spirit, and he operates on other spirits to effect his purpose. 
He uses physical objects only as a means to an end — the spirit- 
ual demoralization of the race. 

This position is also vindicated by the means employed for 
our deliverance. We are taught that sorrow, repentance and 
faith are the necessary mental processes which must precede 
our salvation. These intellectual and spiritual experiences be- 
ing indicated by the Spirit of God as being the invariable and 
absolutely essential concomitants of salvation, we are forcibly 
reminded that they reach backward to a spiritual fountain; that 
the very basis of all thought including purpose, desire, deci- 
sion, and motive, must be purified if the deadly roots of sin are 
to be torn out. In order to repentance conviction is necessary. 
We must see our sin with the eyes of the mind before we can 
repent. Without this intelligent view of sin and its conse- 
quences there can be no scriptural repentance. There may be 
fitful spasms of emotion, passionate utterances, extravagant 
demonstrations, but true repentance never. If intelligent ap- 
prehension of personal sin is necessary to personal repentance, 
it follows that knowledge of sin is always the base of human 
reclamation. Unlike civil law, God's law always holds men 
guiltless of its violation if unavoidably ignorant of its claims. 
Knowledge of God's law is the fulcrum used by the Holy Spirit 
to lift our sins into the light of heaven and the condemning 
scrutiny of the soul's vision. There can be but one philosophy 
of salvation for saint and sinner. Knowledge of sin must al- 
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ways 1)6 God's argument for repentance and faith as well as the 
prelude to these exercises. In justification we have: 

1. Knowledge of sin. 

2. Consecration of known powers. 

3. Repentance. 

4. Faith. 

5. Forgiveness of past offenses. 

6. Conscious acceptance with God. 

In justification we consecrate all that we know to be duty, 
and so far it is the beginning of sanctification. If we then 
consecrate all that we can ever know to be obligatory, our 
sanctification would then be complete; but if our knowledge of 
sin must necessarily be but partial and incomplete, our conse- 
cration must unavoidably be so. Our sanctification must 
therefore be but partial in justification, so far as possibilities are 
concerned; but so far as knowledge extends it must always be 
entire. In other words, entire sanctification does not preclude 
the possibility of advancement, unless your present knowledofe 
of sin and its effects is so complete that nothing can be added 
thereto; but if this knowledge be impossible, then progression 
in the range of sanctification must always be possible. Sancti- 
fication is therefore not the same as justification, because while 
justification acquits us of past offenses and by its consecration 
implants a new life in the heart; sanctification carries forward 
the work by appropriating newly discovered powers to the life 
begotten by the Holy Spirit. In confirmation of this position, 
Paul uses the following emphatic language in II Timothy: "If 
a man therefore purge himself from these, he shall be a vessel 
unto honor sanctified and meet for the Master's use and pre- 
pared unto every good work." 

By noticing the connections of this passage we will see that 
the language refers to those who have "named the name of 
Christ;" consequently they are not impenitent sinners, but per- 
sons in the "great house" of God's kingdom. Here we learn: 

1. That justified persons are to purge themselves. 
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2. That this pureeing or sanctifying process would make 
them vessels nnto honor. 

3. That they would then be meet — or suitable-^for the 
Master's use. 

4. That this would prepare them for every good work. 

5. That these persons after hjing purged are said to be 
sanctified. 

The church at Thossaloaica was regarded as a model 
church in many things. Speaking to these brethren, Paul 
uses this commendatory language: "We give thanks to God 
always for you all, making mention of you in our prayers; re- 
membering without ceasing your work of faith and labor of 
love, and patience of hope in our Lord Jesus Christ, in the 
sight of God and our Father." Analyzing this passage we 
find: 

1. That this church was noted for its work of faith. 

2. For its labor of love. 

3. For its patience of hope. 

4. That it had all these graces in our Lord Jesus Christ. 

5. That this blessed state was not only visible to men, 
but that this was the character the church bore ''in the sight 
of God and our Father." 

After all his commendatory allusions to the church at 
Thessalonica, Paul uses this striking language: ''Night and day, 
praying exceedingly that we might see your face and might 
perfect that which is lacking in your faith." Though this 
model church had so many commendable traits, yet they were 
lacking in something which the Apostle purposed to perfect. 
Again he saj^s, "For this is the will of God, even your sanctifi- 
cation." It does seem that no candid man can doubt that Paul 
here speaks of an experience which this church did not at that 
time fully enjoy. Immediately following the passage already- 
quoted, wherein the Apostle asks God to sanctify the Thessa- 
lonians wholly, he uses this decisive language, "Faithful is 
He that calleth you, who also will do it." Will do what? Why, 

17 
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evidently sanctify them wholly if language has any meaning. 
Mark the ^'wilP^ in this passage makes it positively certain that 
the prospective experience herein noted was yet in the future. 
We have quoted these Scriptures not to show what sancti- 
fication is, but to make the position impregnable, that sanctifi- 
cation, whatever it is, differs from justification, and that men 
do not always receive it in its completeness when justified. 
These Scriptures also make it clear that these terms are not in- 
terchangeable, but that each has a specific province into which 
the other cannot enter without creating confused ideas of Chris- 
tian experience. Scripturally speaking, the words "perfect," 
"perfection" and "perfectness" have substantially the same 
meaning as sanctification. They may mean perfection in an 
absolute sense, and they may mean it in a qualified or a modi- 
fied sense. In other words, perfection, like sanctification, may 
be partial or complete. This is where critics have signally failed. 
They measure the "perfection" spoken of in the Bible by th€f 
dictionary instead of using the graduating lens employed by 
the Holy Spirit. In I Kings xv, 14, we read, "But the high 
places were not removed; nevertheless Asa's heart was perfect 
with the Lord all his days." The "high places" spoken of 
were the groves where idol worship flourished, and though the 
king allowed these sinks of iniquity to remain, yet he is said to 
be perfect. Evidently that perfection was limited. In II Chron. 
xvi, we learn that because Hanani, the prophet of God, con- 
demned the sin of Asa, the king in a rage cast the seer into 
prison. Turning to Genesis vi. 9, we find that Noah was a just 
man and perfect in his generation, and that he walked with 
God. Yet this same Noah became drunken, so that we are 
bound to confess that his perfection was but limited. In Phil, 
iii. 12, Paul says, "Not as though I had already attained, either 
were already perfect; but I follow after, if that I may appre- 
hend that for which also I am apprehended of Jesus Christ. " 
Here Paul says he is not already perfect; evidently in the abso- 
lute sense; for in the fifteenth verse of this same chapter he 
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says, ''Let us, therefore, as many as may b% perfect be thus 
minded." In one verse he says he is not perfect, idulc in an- 
other he says he is perfect; therefore the word must kn^fic a 
limited biblical application. But there is also a higher perfocs 
tion spoken of in the Bible. This perfection, just like complete 
sanctification, is constantly held up before the mind as the cov- 
eted goal and glorious object of the Christian's hope. 

As descriptive of the state to be sought, we turn to Eph. 
iv. 13, which reads, ''Till we nil come in the unity of the faith, 
and of the knowledge of the Son of God, unto a perfect man, 
unto the measure of the stature of the fullness of Christ. Here 
we learn; 

1. That the Ephesian brethren had not yet "come" to it, 
but were "coming." 

2. That the state sought implied more knowledge of the 
Son of God. 

3. That this state meant a perfect man. 

4. That the measure to be applied in the state sought is 
the stature of Christ in its fullness. 

In Mat. V. 48, Jesus says, "Be ye therefore perfect, even 
as your Father which is in heaven is perfect." Here we learn 
that the climax of the Christian life must be in harmony with 
God; that as he is perfect in an infinite realm of superlative 
qualities, so man can, by divine grace, perfectly adapt his finite 
powers to the divine pleasure. If this is not a possibility we 
charge Jesus Christ with ignorance of man's capacity, and thus 
deny his divinity; or we charge him with mocking our helpless- 
ness by holding out to us an unattainable state. Either of 
these thoughts seems too detestable to be cherished for a mo- 
ment by any devout mind. 

Speaking of a certain brother, Paul says, "Epaphras, who 
is one of you, a servant of Christ, saluteth you always, labor- 
ing fervently for you in prayers that ye may stand perfect and 
complete in all the will of God. " If the perfection here designated 
is unattainable, Epaphras prayed for an imaginary myth; and Paul 
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charges him with doing exactly what unbelievers now charge 
Christians with doing, when they seek to become "perfect and 
complete in all the will of God." The word holiness, like per- 
fection and sanctification, admits of degrees; but all these terms, 
when applied to God's people, have the prospective quality of 
looking forward to the entire and complete. In II Cor. vii. 1, 
we learn that we should cleanse ourselves from all filthiness of 
the flesh and spirit, perfecting holiness in the fear of God. 
Even holiness can then be perfected. This proves that in a 
Bible sense the term is sometimes used in a limited way. In 
Luke vi. 40, Christ says, ''The disciple is not above his Master; 
but everyone that is perfect shall be as his Master." Here we 
have the verdict of Jesus that the disciple may he as his Mas- 
ter, and inasmuch as he was without sin, how can any disciple 
say he is as his Master while living in the indulgence of sin? 
In Heb. vi. 1, Paul says, ''Therefore leaving the principles of 
the doctrine of Christ, let us go on unto perfection; not laying 
again the foundation of repentance from dead works and faith 
toward God." 

1. The Hebrews were commanded to learn the principles 
or rudiments of their experience. 

2. They were to go on unto perfection. 

3. Evidently the perfection to be sought had not been 
found in their justitication, or how could they "go on" unto it? 

This same idea of seeking a sanctification, perfection or 
holiness as yet unattained is taught under various figures. We 
are said to be changed from glory to glory by the Spirit of the 
Lord. We are told to grow in grace, and many other figures 
are employed to indicate tlie one general idea of development. 
How is this advancement in the spiritual conflict effected? That 
it is taught, and to be sought, are facts admitted by every Bi- 
ble reader whose judgment is of any value whatever. Here 
we take issue with both of the extreme wings of Christian 
thought. That the Christian must necessarily live in sin; that 
there can be nothing better for him in this world, is a heresy so 
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black and iniquitous, so detestable to every sentiment of pro- 
priety, so unscriptural in its underlying foundations, so dis- 
honorable to Christ, so obnoxious to the Holy Spirit, that we 
are amazed that any thinking man could for one moment en- 
tertain the poisonous fallacy. On the other hand, the sanctifi- 
cation, perfection, oi holiness which precludes the possibility 
of further advancement, interposes a barrier to Christian pro- 
gress which is entirely unscriptural, and contrary to the intui- 
tive promptings of the human heart. How then do we grow? 

1. By specific knowledge of sin. 

2. Sorrow for that sin. 

3. Renunciation. 

This brings us to hitherto unused or dwarfed powers, 
which are consecrated to God and his service; and faith is so ex- 
ercised that Christ accepts the offering, and the Holy Spirit 
consciously and specifically transmits to the heart the witness 
of divine acceptance. In other words, the steps of progression 
after justification must necessarily be as clear and distinct as 
justification itself. This is evident from the following consid- 
erations: 

1. A knowledgement of internal impurity must precede 
intelligent prayer for deliverance. 

2. Repentance for specific weakness is the only way in 
which their cure can be effected. 

3. Faith in Christ for a distinctive object is always nec- 
essary to bring his answer. 

4. Definite witness from God is a necessity to insure our 
personal comfort on the subject io question. 

5. We could not praise Christ for doing a thing we have 
no definite knowledge of. We see, then, that, philosophically 
speaking, the erroneous notion that growth is affected imper- 
ceptibly to us is no more admissible than that justification takes 
place without our knowledge. These steps of progression are 
entirely dependent on our knowledge of personal weaknesses; 
and whenever God reveals to us hitherto unknown imperfec- 
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tions it is his Spirit's monition to repent and renounce; and 
while the revelation of these imperfections is within the range 
of possibilities we have not yet attained the climax of Christian 
sanctification. 

It may be entire, however, in one sense, because the sweep 
of our knowledge is limited and circumscribed, and our faith 
may reach the utmost limit of that, saving us entirely, from 
the consideration that knowledge precedes guilt. But there 
may yet be depths and obscurities in the subtle mysteries of 
sin which the plummet of our consciousness has never sounded. 
When justified we may be extremely happy, because our faith 
covers all our knowledge of sin. Usually at this time our 
knowledge of sin is confined to the overt act, the breaking of 
some legal statute; and we wholly fail to understand the bitter 
roots which give sustenance and vitality to the sinful life. 
These may appear afterwards in the shape of desire for fame, 
jealousy of others, fear of death, love of praise, malicious in- 
tent, selfishness, or defiling habits, with a brood of other possi- 
ble intruders, the discovery of which gives pain to the heart of 
the possessor. What is to be done with these sinful affections? 
Surely we cannot retain them and maintain respect for our- 
selves or the spirituality of God's law. We have no power of 
our own to renounce them, and we must bring them to the 
sanctifying power of the Holy Spirit and cleansing blood, if we 
are to part company. Many who cherish these roots of sin are 
wholly ignorant of that fact, because their perceptions of their 
moral relations toward God and man are clouded by prejudice, 
ambition and obstinacy. We must learn that the truth we 
may know and yet refuse to accept may become a millstone 
about the soul in the day when all secrets shall be revealed by 
Jesus Christ. 

How often Christian men get under conviction on the sub- 
ject of drinking wine and using tobacco, and after they aban- 
don these practices they wonder how they could ever reconcile 
these things with the Christian profession. Of all stalwart rad. 
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icals, these are the princes of fanaticism. Why? Be- 
cause they occupy a new position. They have moved on and 
up and left their tobacco in the valley of dry bones, amid the 
smell and contagion of death! Their perceptions of sin are 
much clearer than formerly; their convictions are much more 
acute; the altitude from which they take their observations is 
much higher; where, like a wise general, they can see the move- 
ment of every column, meet every (mset of the enemy and have 
the sunlight of favor and the soft touch of heavenly breezes. 
Why do others use tobacco without any compunctions what- 
ever? Because they do not look at sin through the microscope 
of God's word, but through the smoked glass of bodily appe- 
tites! 

From these scriptural soundings we conclude that sanctifi- 
cation is always progressive, as to the grasp of its domain, but 
instantaneous as to its present witnessing power. Also, that 
it may be complete so far as human insight can detect, but 
looked at from the Godward side no being but Deity himself 
can ever be absolutely complete. We are said to be complete in 
him who is the head of all principality and power. And so we 
are. But we must not forget that this completeness is in a rel- 
ative sense; that through the eyes of the divine law given for 
human observance and suited to human frailty, we are, through 
the atonement of Christ, regarded as complete. We speak of 
this completeness, sanctitication, holiness and perfection with 
perfect freedom because the Scriptures so speak of it, well 
aware that no more and certainly no less can be meant than en- 
tire conformity to the divine will so far as it is possible for us 
to apprehend that will. 

Here, however, we fear many will be wanting in the great 
day. Thousands are content fo rest their case in outward cer- 
emonies; or they are stupidly satisfied with their initial step 
into the alphabet of Christianity, testily, and even angrily re- 
fusing to seek a higher life, vainly imagining that God has 
poured all the treasures of his redeeming love into the narrow 
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limits of their first step, circumscribed and hedged aljout by 
their own vanity. Whether God will hold him guiltless who 
glories in his willful ignorance is a question which the great 
assize must determine. We cannot avoid the conclusion, how- 
ever, that the very genius of true discipleship i? the exercise of 
a meek, teachable and childlike spirit; and that the wilful clos- 
ing of the heart and mind against truths never sought or ex- 
perienced, is the very opposite of that principle which proves 
all things and holds fast to that which is good. In this case 
there is but one line of proof and that is experience; and when 
we ignore that we abandon the proof to a mind already pre- 
judged, and in the very nature of the case entirely disqualified 
to render an impartial decision. 

Sanctification is taught by three unanswerable facts, viz: 
human desire, the word of the Lord, and scriptural examples. 

1. Human desire. 

We desire holiness. However men may dificr in their 
theoretical processes the fact remains that God has implanted 
within us an absorbing desire to be fully conformed to the di- 
vine will. Whether we aver that this is completed in justifica- 
tion, or that after advancement is possible and advisable, the 
truth under consideration is the same — we desire to please God 
by doing his will. Thousands of men and women, those whose 
justification none could question, have been dissatisfied with 
their experience, and being moved by these. internal impulses 
have sought the cleansing blood with a fuller, deeper consecra- 
tion of life. Whether they have succeeded in obtaining a 
deeper experience is not now the question. 

Will God inspire us to do what he has made no provision 
to satisfy? Will it be said that God does not inspire us to 
seek humbly and contritely a higher Christian life? Such a 
charge might render us guilty of blasphemy. We would bet- 
ter walk softly in this temple of God. Does God create the 
brain with powers of thought, and yet give us nothing to think 
about? Does he give the eyes to see with and provide no ob- 
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jects to behold? Does he create the feet to walk and then tie 
us down to one spot? Does he create the fishes' fins and pro- 
vide no water? Does he make the bird's wing and no atmos- 
phere? These would not be greater miscalculations on the 
part of nature's architect than the implantation of heavenly de- 
sires in the human heart which he makes no provisions to meet. 
There is an infinite fullness in our Lord Jesus Christ. The hem 
of his garment is but the beginning of power. Three years of 
personal ministry are but the seed-bed of that richer Pente- 
costal harvest, and why should we doubt that the abounding 
treasures of divine grace then poured out, are still plenteous 
and full, restrained only by our meagre faith and feeble, sickly 
search? 

2. TJie Word of the Lord. 

We have shown that under a great many figures, God has 
taught us to seek holiness, perfection and sanctification. Words 
are nothing here. The principle is clearly and explicitly 
taught. To waste time in quibbling, hair-splitting definitions 
of words is so contemptible to an honest man that he never in- 
dulges in the frivolous pastime. We want the meaning of the 
Holy Spirit. We want to stand like the woman of Samaria, 
with awe and trembling, waiting for the words of life from the 
Great Teacher. God tells us to leave iXm first principles; to go 
on ifnto perfection, perfecting holiness in the fear of God; to 
grow in grace, and to follow peace with all men, and holiness, 
without which no man shall see the Lord. With many other 
words does God testify the necessity and possibility of growth. 
To deny this is to discard the plain and unmistakable declara- 
tions of the Holy Scriptures. Men do not usually do this ex- 
cept in a vague, evasive manner, which in reality amounts to a 
flat contradiction. It is said by many that growth is necessary, 
but they have not even a theory by which the conditions of 
growth are either specified or apprehended. With them growth 
is an imperceptible something, developed from an imperceptible 
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nothing, recognizable as a shadowy, mystical mirage^ painted 
uncertainly against a shifting background of hazy doubtfulness. 
When we remember that every step taken in Christian exper- 
ience is taken through the direct influence of the Holy Spirit 
and the application of the atoning blood, we wonder how any 
logical mind can be satisfied with an experience which is nei- 
ther rational, scriptural, perceptible, nor honoring to Christ. 
It cannot be rational, l)ecause intelligence revolts against a 
structure without a foundation; it cannot be scriptural, because 
Christ always communicated the fact of his forgiveness to those 
seeking it; it cannot be perceptible, and therefore not real, 
since Christian joy rests on solid realities; it cannot honor 
Christ, because, if unknown, no praise can be rendered him 
for that which is an inexperienced fact. Would God tell us to 
seek what he knew was an impossible thing? Nay, verily! The 
command of the infinitely wise one* is the vindication of its pos- 
sible realization. 

3. Scriptural e^ramples. 

Those who would disparage the quality of a load of fruit 
are always looking for tainted apples. Doubters always doubt 
in circles. Christian professors are not always safe from these 
eddies. To doubt the experience of those who have lived very 
near the bleeding Lamb when nothing in their lives contradicts 
the statement, may be as great a sin in the sight of God as to 
doubt revelation, since revelation and Christian experience 
are both the products of the Holy Spirit. Doubters taunt the 
advocates of a higher Christian life with the sweeping charge 
that it is a modern invention, just as though the world can be 
made believe such a palpable falsehood. The scriptural exam- 
ples, easily obtained, ought to silence that objection forever. 
Enoch walked with God. His translation was simply a trans- 
fer from the light of earth to the light of heaven. He also 
had the testimony that he pleased God. His high experience 
was then known, and very probably expressed; and yet he was 
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never charged with boasting. Samuel was true to his God from 
youth, and his sun of life sets without a shadow. He was a 
perfect man in biblical nomeclature. Daniel went through the 
most exquisite temptations of an eventful court life without a 
stain. Joseph's tremendous popularity was the seal of his in- 
tegrity. Job was a perfect man in the language of God, and 
his claim to this distinction is abundantly verified by the terri- 
ble ordeal through which he passed unscathed. In the New 
Testament, we have John, Stephen, Paul, Barnabas and others, 
who lived and died in the Christian faith without a visible 
defect. We dp not say that even these men were beyond 
the possibility of improvement; but so far as we know 
they were, and it is with this knowledge that we now have to 
do. Let us set up these banners of our God. With unsullied 
brightness they stream out from the mountain heights of purity. 
Waving the beacons of triumph above the roaring elements 
and beckoning us look up to the everlasting hills whence our 
strength cometh. Shall we pick up the cripples by the way as 
the models we shall emulate? Like the soft adulators of By- 
ron, shall we copy the lameness of a defective gait in order to 
be in company with a scriptural character who drank to ex- 
cess, or one that committed adultery? It is not purity that we 
fear, but sin! The state of the church everywhere proves that 
unless there is a deeper consecration, actual striving after holi- 
ness, entire dependence on Christ, and less on form, a childlike 
desire to know the truth and practice it, there is imminent 
danger of the church becoming entirely paralyzed by the inter- 
nal corruptions which festoon its very heart. Instead of fear- 
ing sanctification as a deadly thing, let us sincerely ask God to 
reveal to us our true state by the Holy Spirit. Oh, may we 
all come nearer the cleansing fountain. The "well done" of 
Christ will be the result of righteousness, and not the outgrowth 
of sin. 

In conclusion, we denominate scriptural sanctification to 
be the highest state of grace possible, with the knowledge we 
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can have of sin and God; that this state has no certain immuni- 
ty from temptation; that it means we take heed lest we fall; 
that we esteem others better than ourselves; and we crown 
Jesus Christ our Lord and Savior with all the glory — abso- 
lutely all the glory of our salvation from sin. 



ONAH PAID his fare to Tarshish. A laudable thing to 
do. Some people backslide now without being so hon- 
est. They pretend to be shipping for the New •Terusa- 
lem, whereas they know, thev are going to Tarshish. Like 
Jonah, they sleep until a storm wakes them up. They will l>e 
fortunate indeed if they are not swallowed before they see Tar- 
shish. Their only hope of escape is to be found in the scarcity 
of fishy* there will certainly not be enough to go around! 



TO OUR UNKNOWN DEAD. 

[May 16th, 1891, the author met Elder C. L. Wilson at 
the depot in Cedar Rapids, Iowa, when he said, ''Brother New- 
comer, Decoration Day is almost here and in our Grand Army 
Posts we always remember 'our unknown dead.' Why not 
write one more poem for your forthcoming book, taking 'Our 
Unknown Dead' as a subject'^' Promising him to do what I 
could, the following poem came into being. Feeling that he 
should have the credit of suggesting the poem, we gladly and 
cheerfully connect his name with its production.] 

A Mother's roll-call grates the drowsy ear. 

Familiar, by its oft repeated thrill, — 
And John, and Jim, and Tom responding, "Here!" 

Awake to greet the light on vale and hill; 
They know the voice and all the garfiut run 

Since mother-notes first chas'd their infant smiles 
Across their dimples, like the light of sun, 

When burnish'd wavelets dance round living isles. 
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Though wrinklet? thicken round the loving eyes 

And the old hands seem tired with their care, 
The voice is Mother's, oh! how language cries, 

To find a tongue, to speak its message rare, 
But Age and Beauty wedded in that face 

Becomes a mirror for the boyish heart, 
To warm its life-blood, and serenely trace 

The pictur'd soul, untouch'd by magic art. 

Another roll-call and the boys are gone. 

The Country needed them, the captain said. 
The flag was trail'd and rudely fired on. 

The flag for which our fathers' fought and bled; 
Now in the ''awkward squad," they seek to learn 

The art of war, and martial glory win. 
While patriotic fires flash and burn. 

Consuming native cowardice within. 

They hear a mother's accents now no more, 

But bugle blast and rolling drums are heard. 
Confusing noises blend in din and roar 

To calm the hearts, by thoughts of pity stirr'd. 
How oft by camp fire light they talk of home 

And W(mder if dear mother calls them still, — 
And chairs are set, expecting them to come. 

Oh God! what blasted hopes we never fill! 

The storms of battle, red with carnage, sweep 

Across the hills like lava waves of hell. 
And flowers dash'd with blood, in sorrow weep 

Among the dead where brothers fought and fell. 
The sun looks down upon the dreadful scene 

With anger glaring from his redden'd face, 
Asham'd to shine upon the tragic spleen 

Which blots the glory of the human race. 
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The morning dawns upon the gory field 

And shatter'd ranks responding to the roll, 
With hungry eyes and blanching faces yield 

To choking sobs, too big for mute control! 
Jim answers not! his tongue is stiff and cold, 

And cheerful Tom, with eyes astare and set, 
Clasps John's cold pulseless hand, once strong and bold, 

The youngest of the three, and Mother's pet! 

They answer not to roll-call here below, 

But furloughs granted, they have gone to see 
Their friends beyond the lines, eager to show 

That ghastly death is but Life's boundary. 
A Mother's voice now climbs the golden stair 

In search of brood with tired and fledging wing, 
Assur'd that all her treasures must be there 

Where God can make our broken harp-strings sing! 

With breaking hearts the living comrades come 

To gather up the brave heroic dead, 
This ministry of love is smitten dumb 

Amidst the silence and the whispcr'd dread. 
Each grave is marked by board or hewn stone. 

The index to some heart now far away — 
On some is written the dark word, ^'Unknown," 

The blank eternity of Death's array! 

Somehow our Jim, and John, and Tom went down 

Into the jaws of this dark unknown night — 
No human hands to place the regal crown 

Where it belongs, in blazing beams of light. 
Above their ashes flowers bloom and fade 

And tangled grasses mat the hillocks o'er. 
Their names enshrin'd, by Nature's God display'd, 

Grace heaven's roster, though on earth no more. 
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With faces toward thQ foe they bravely stood, 

They ask'd not honor or a gilded fame, 
They only sought their country's greatest good 

And died to lose their own in her great name! 
Like unnam'd stars they crown the face of night, 

Unknown to men but raarshal'd by their Lord, 
They live to shine — the lustrous sons of light — 

Where ev'ry act is known by its reward. 

The mother's roll-call thrilling heavens' blue, 

Will some day reach her long lost boys again. 
And sparkling eyes will read the lesson true, 

Now hidden from the call of voice or pen; 
Then unknown graves will yield their precious fruit, 

Then grateful tears will melt the chains of time, 
And hopes long lost in agonized pursuit 

Will fill the measure of life's broken rhyme. 

From ev'ry battle field and the great sea, 

Our unknown dead will come for last review. 
Their bondage broken by God's liberty — 

The psalm of life will then begin anew! 
Till then, we give their dust to heaven's care 

Knowing that He who notes the sparrow's fall. 
Will fill the blanks embalm'd in nature's prayer — 

And weld creation's links with Mercv's call! 



^[^HE MAN who thinks more of his party than of hiscoun- 
Yp try is either a fool or a knave! If this proposition is 
true the lunatic asylums of this country must certainly 
be greatly increased in number, and the penitentiaries will 
have to be quadrupled, or society will be unnecessarily exposed 
to the ravages of the rapidly increasing criminal class! 
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J^i^^HE MAN who prays, Thy Kingdom Come, and then 
Mlpr' votes with the devil's drill sergeants — the saloon keep- 
^ ers — will likely keep his political boodle friends close 
company all the xoay through! 



"I'd rather he dumb, 
And always mwn^ 
Than pray like some, 
Thy kingdom come — 
Then vote for rum!" 



le^ 



CRYSTALLINE drop of water drops from a leaf into 
^ijjrf£ a clear, rushing rivulet on the mountain side, and leap- 
§^^ ing from cascade to rapids, goes seething down the 
mountain and on down the undulating slope toward the sea. 
Murky, muddy streams join the singing rivulet, and com- 
mingling with it, change and transform the crystal drop into 
a mass of opaque tilth. The angry torrent sweeps on until 
levees are broken, farms are desolated, cities are submerged, 
and hundreds are swept into eternity. Tell me; had that clear 
drop of water anything to do with the catastrophe? Interro- 
gate that drop of clear water and it will say, "lam pure, un- 
contaminated, and perfectly harmless." It is, until the 
streams of tilth control it, and then it becomes as swift an agent 
of destruction as the worst drop in the torrent. Vote your 
ticket with the purest motives possible; with the best prohibi- 
tion principles in your hearty if you please, yet, if you place 
your ballot where the saloon element in politics will control it 
in the interest of the liquor traffic, your vote will count just the 
same as the vote of the worst saloon keeper, and will be just 
as much against home, God and country! 
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MOTHER asked her little boy whether he thought he 
ijjjK was ready to meet Jesus at his coming. The boy an- 
§^^ swered with quaint naturalness, "Yes, mamma, for I 
have on my Sunday Clothes .'^'^ 

His idea of preparedness consisted in external appearan- 
ces. How many without the juvenile simplictiy and boyish 
frankness of this child are really acting upon some such motive. 
The farmer has Sunday -clothes for his measures when selling 
in certain quarters, where he knows he is watched, or where he 
desires to leave the impression he is a better man than he is. 
But even Sunday-clothes may be torn, and pretended sanctity, 
like all shoddy, will not wear. The shopkeeper sometimes 
brings out a Sunday suit, and with smirking obsequiousness 
asks you to admire the garment which sets so admirably on 
his prepossessing person. The rents in his past life are con- 
spicuously covered by his Sunday-clothes. You look at the 
garb of flattering pretentions and quickly conclude there must 
be a good man under that. The backslider has Sunday -clothes, 
manufactured to order. He did not see the black hand that 
stitched them together, but they look well. He could not be 

persuaded to wear a suit like neighbor A , covered with 

patches, soiled with mud; his is a fancy suit. He reads the 
Bible, goes to church, is consistent, and never was a hypo- 
crite. Sunday-clothes! What a hideous bird under fine 
feathers. The moralist, dressed up with the ten command- 
ments, asks the tailors of Christendom to examine his Sunday 
suit. It fits him well, for a man determined to be his own 
tailor is always meekly oblivious to the amount of goods re- 
quired. He never consults taste or models. The snip of the 
scissors is heard constantly. Here it is too full, and there a 
little scant, but assiduous care and work are bringing it to the 
fairest proportions. Why go to Calvary for the crimson cloth 
of pardon, when the bolts of Sinai can be so easily twisted in- 
to the garb of hopefulness and comfort? The hypocrite has a 
Sunday suit for special occasions. He keeps it scrupulously 
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clean. Ho looks like a gentleman of princely pretentions 
when walking out for a holiday airing. It is true, the texture 
of his garb is very thin, and will not bear close inspection, but 
at a distance it looks well. The worldly professor has a suit 
which he always carefully puts away at the close of the week, 
and then brings out his Sunday-clothes. He goes to church, 
looking as harmless as Roman candles. The minister carefully 
brushes his suit and the dust flies, but our professor does not 
see for his eyes are shut, lest his attention should be attracted 
by the vanities of this world. He is not easily disturbed. He 
is meditating how he can make a profitable trade the coming 
week. Sundaj"^ night he carefully packs his clothes, glad that 
one day in seven has been specially set apart for the display of 
Sunday clothes. How many imagine that these fitful moods 
of spasmodic piety prepare their souls with the wedding gar- 
ment, in which they can stand acquitted at the marriage supper 
of the Lamb! These short-lived flowers which bloom from the 
horrible pit of human depravity, will wither and die when the 
blasting hurricane of 'God's justice will fall, while the garb of 
more modest pretensions will pass the ordeal without the smell 
of fire remaining. 




^ANY PREACHERS regard length of sermons as the 
ill desideratum. A sermon two or tliree hours long is 
a wonderful exhibtion of mental power. They look 
with holy contempt on those whose who preach short sermons; 
for with them brevity is a mark of weakness,, and conciseness 
an evidence of inferiority. No greater mistake can be made. 
When these novices learn better they will be surprised at their 
own dullness of perception. Few men can hold an audience 
with profit more than one hour. Even this, as the exception 
as to men, cannot be done regularly. Men of strong minds 
have tried it and failed. Instead of length being an evidence 
of power, it is quite frequently the very reverse. It is the 
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mark of shallow thought. It requires calibre to concentrate; 
but the veriest mediocrity can spread out. A few thoughts 
well discussed and saturated with the pith of practical illustra- 
tion will leave the hearer in a thoughtful, investigating mood, 
while a long, prosy string of sentences will leave him careless 
or asleep. 

The art of being pithy, epigrammatic and practical ought 
to be sought by our young men. If they allow their ser- 
mons to run to words without common sense, congregations 
will melt away like the morning dew. Our strongest thinkers 
are those who regard brevity as the soul of wit. Compression 
gives power to steam and so of thought. A thought struggling 
for publicity is worth a dozen that are free as the birds which 
fly. Men who attempt to tell all they know in a single sermon 
present the pitable exhibition of a vacuum without anything to 
fill it. When the reservoir is once empty the supply pipes are 
all clogged with the dreggy sediment of hackneyed investiga- 
tion. The rays of the sun become hotter as they are concen- 
trated. The winds gather momentum by concentration. Pith 
is the gist of power. Speech without it is simply noise turned 
loose. The gnarled oak represents the strength of years, but 
the flabby fast-growers, like Jonah's gourd, mature in a night; 
but they wilt. The hardy fibre of strength is the result of con- 
centration, but the watery pulp of weakness is formed by dif- 
fusion. Thoughts worthy of preservation are like gems, not 
found in the fields with common pebbles, but dug with toil 
from the mines of truth. He who goes deepest will be most 
particular. The greater the number of diamonds around us 
the more careful we are to assort carefully and cast away the 
worthless. The ignorant urchin will be captivated with a bit 
of glass, only because he has no ideas of higher values. When 
he becomes surrounded by pearls he will trample his youthful 
playthings beneath his feet. The successful husbandman must 
know how to trim. Wood is not fruit. Indeed, too much 
wood prevents a healthy crop. Even the fruit when hidden by 
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thick foliage l>ecomo8 sour and uninviting. Thoughts buried 
in l)ombastic verbiage become stale and useless. They must 
hang in luscious clusters in the sunlight of heaven. Kissed by 
the rays of light they invite the hungry and weary. Shooting 
stars are the only ones that rejoice in the freedom of unknown 
space. They travel extensively, but unprofitably. The marks 
they leave are soon blotted out in darker night. The congre- 
gations that gather around the promises of verbosity will take 
the wings of the morning when the sun appears. 

The concentration of great energies will produce great re- 
sults. Preaching is designed to save men; not to stupefy 
them. Long sermons are generally designed to show the 
preacher instead of his master. When men study how to be 
ettective in the salvation of their fellows, they will study how 
best to refine the gold of their discourses. The net of vanity 
is knit from the threads of weakness; and when it encloses the 
fishes sought, will rend at the slightest jar. Truth supplies 
the world with the pabulum of life; and words are but the 
husks which contain the kernels. Let us take care that we 
have not all husk. 



,^f OUR THINGS have their uses. Nature sometimes pro- 
^^ duces them. Even the forms of trees indicate the 
^^^=^ fruit they bear. The sourest, pungent, vinegar produc- 
ing crabtree, seems to sympathize with the ascetic quality of 
its leaves, its thorn-like twigs and the rough exterior of its un- 
shapely bark. It seems as though it has been driven together 
and compressed !>y the hammers of centuries. It is noted for 
toughness and perseverance. It carries a profuse load of sweet 
scented blossoms, but the fruit is nauseous. It is indigenous 
to the soil, as grafting always destroys its venerable character- 
istics. It is a good appetizer, creating a desire for something 
else. 

It flourishes without cultivation, scorning the spade 
and the plow with all the full-grown ardor of an old res- 
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ident. It welcomes fertility and sterility alike, not seeming to 
recognize the difference. It blooms in sun or shade, on hill or 
in dale, but in the time of autumn fruit-gathering it is passed 
by with uniform and graceful indiflFerence. If venturesome and 
inquisitive urchins sometimes pass the boundary of past exper- 
iences and taste the golden tinted fruit, the stomach has no oc- 
casion to sympathize with the palate in the outrage inflicted. 

Is not the fruitful crabtree a complete picture of our sour 
piety! Tenacious, cranky, and obtruding, sour piety is not the 
f ulmination of divine edicts, carefully gathered and concentrated 
and at a given signal launched forth, like the diatribes of Om- 
nipotence cradled in the arms of justice^ but it is rather the 
yoke of duty chafing the neck of obligation! It is devotion 
grown to be a burden. Prayers, benevolence, ' and whatever 
Christian profession demands, must pass through this pickle 
and come forth flavored with the astringent and acidulous de- 
coction. 

This acid, like that of the crabtree, is indigenous; it is from 
the natural stock, expressed by the pressure of religious duty. 
True, healthful piety is the result of growth, and not compres- 
sion. A man driven to duty with the lash of obligation, yet 
inwardly murmuring against the price to be paid, is a slave 
not able to hide his chains. He will be sour, morose, crabbed. 
The sun will have spots, the crops will fail, political chicanery 
will disrupt the government, fashion will stalk abroad, the 
church will die, the world cannot be converted, universal chaos, 
bloodshed, murder, rapine and death will hold high carnival 
amid the grotesque and fantastic inauguration of the sickly 
dreamer! Many apparently honest and devoted Christians 
have cheated the world of the golden fruitage of healthful 
piety, because they have persisted in thrusting into the hands 
of the husbandman the bitter, sour fruits of life poisoned with 
the shadows of despondency and gloom, rather than shake the 
well-ripened fruit from the top-most branches, where it has 
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gathered the sunshine and kissed the storm with the calm seren- 
ity of faith. 

If we are constantly peering through shadows, we will see 
men as trees walking. Clearly defined outlines will not ap- 
pear. Personal acceptance with God and the fundamental 
truths of revelation will remain among the unsettled problems 
of our spiritual st^te. Everything will be shailowy and con- 
jectural. When fancy makes the burdens of life bitter, it will 
also daub its brightest pictures with unsanctified mud! Unbe- 
lief is developed in the shade, while faith is made perfect in the 
light. The birds do not put their heads under their wings 
when the sun shoots out his golden lances to unlock the gates 
of the morning! The dirge of life is for the evening time. The 
feathers of the Almighty will cover us when the sun goes down! 

With the sun, the birds, the beasts, the insects, the fishes, 
sounding the battle charge of life in our ears, it is sinful to 
mope in the rear and chill the roar of conflict with the whin- 
ning cry of despair. God has no use for the bitter apples of 
Sodom, crushed in the wine-fat of despondency, and thrown 
into the commissariat of his army when on the march. Such 
food would send every regiment to the hospital. Hope is the 
word! From every hill top the signal flag of faith flaunts the 
magic word to the breeze. The signal stations are always 
placed on the highest eminences. Those nearest God will see 
most of the movements . of Ihe enemy, but also most of the 
numbers, discipline and leadership of the grand triumphal host! 
Horeb is no place for cowards. It is the outlook of earth on 
the borders of eternity. . Every step in spiritual growth sets 
our feet more firmly in the rock. Confidence is the instru- 
mental cause of advancement, and also the fruit of progression. 
We should weigh well the forces and movements of the foe, 
but we should know that the Napoleonic maxim, that success is 
power is pre-eminently true in this contest. Imbued and perme- 
ated with this glorious battle cry, w^e shall go to the field with a 
shout and lie down with a prayer. There will be no time or 
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place for melancholy broodings over direful forebodings, called 
forth from the gloomy caverns of the soul by the hydra visaged 
demons of doubt, to troop and march in boasted triumph over 
the dying aspirations of life! Find out what God would hav^ 
you do, and do it with the delight of a loyal son, until the day 
of your coronation, when the King shall say, ''Well done!" 



^yifgi^HEN CHRIST came into the country of the Gerges" 

Islrai ^"^^ ^^ ^^^^ ^^^^ ^^^ possessed of devils. The dev- 
^^^=^^ ils prayed Him that if He cast them out that they 
might be permitted to enter a herd of swine feeding near by. 
Christ answered the devils' prayer and the swine were drowned 
in the sea. Then the city came out and requested Him to de 
part out of their coasts. The loss of the hogs brought Jesus a 
congregation. The people did not seem to care a fig for the 
two poor fellows healed, but the loss of the hogs was more than 
they could stand. Christ was too expensive a reformer. 

A great many people would rather have the devil for com- 
pany than lose their hogs. They would rather have their 
boys live among the tombs^ (saloons) with the devil, than give 
a few hogs to have Christ redeem them! When it is Christ or 
the swine, many will still prefer pork! * 



rHE FAMILY as an institution of God is worthy the 
^ profoundest contemplation and reverential regard. Like 
the blue field of our national ensign, it seems to have 
been clipped by an angel hand from the illimitable scroll on 
which are written the immutable laws of the great Judge! As 
the representative of government, it proclaims the recipro^ 
cal relations of authority and obedience; as the repository of 
supreme afibction, it towers to heavenly altitudes; as the con- 
servator of virtue and public morals, it becomes the greatest 
earthly benefactor of the race. All government must have a 
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supreme head. Whether monarchical or republican, law must 
necessarily culminate at last in an executive administrator, or 
government is lost in anarchy and political chaos. A nation 
torn with dissensions, with a number of claimants as rulers, 
and each claimant surrounded by votaries, is virtually no gov- 
ernment at all, but a boisterous mob. The very name af gov- 
ernment suggests a ruler. 

As law has no inherent power of its own. no self-executing 
principle, it is clearly evident that as God, the righteous judge, 
stands l>ehind all natural law to execute it, so all human law 
must lead up to a final, individual head. Even civil law must 
find* its highest exponent in the Chief Justice of the United 
States. 

How beautifully God, in the institution of the family has 
mirrored all the commendable statutes ever instituted among 
men! No government can exist without involving the funda- 
mental principles clearly indicated in the institution of the fam- 
ily. It may be said that the right to govern in the family is 
arbitrarily conferred. That some parents are not fit to lead 
their children, inasmuch as they themselves have no respect for 
law, human or divine. This argument has some plausibility, 
but it must be remembered that no universal law like this can 
ever be applied without apparent evil effects in isolated cases. 
The same argument would destroy all government. The world 
has been cursed by bad kings, bad presidents, bad judges. 
Shall we discard the office because evil men have disgraced it? 
This would be equivalent to burning your house over your head 
because your neighbor's house is a rickety, tumble down con- 
cern. 

Besides, no man without respect for law, human or divine, 
is fit to have a family at all. The principle prominent in the 
original design contemplates reverence for God as the pre-emi- 
nent qualification of the head of the family. Because men 
violate this design, and then charge home the bad results to 
heavenly arrangements, is no more against the institution itself 
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than for a thief inside prison walls to charge his detention to 
the law enforced by judge and jury. 

Again, God has so carefully guarded the duties and rights 
of parents and children in his wonderfully explicit delineations 
of the social compact that there is absolutely no room whatever 
to play the tyrant or the rebel. Who believes that our divorce 
courts would be clogged with the plethora of domestic brawls 
now disgracing them if the participants had been God fearing 
persons? When the golden links of God's law are rudely 
broken men must not wonder if the iron chain of human en- 
actments chafes, rends and wounds. 

To prove any sentiment true^ we must exhibit the best ex- 
ample of that sentiment. In other words, the highest develop- 
ment we can find on any given line of thought is to be taken 
as the representative of its class as furnishing an example to 
others what may be accomplished with proper eflFort. Look at 
the devoted Christian family? How refreshing to enter it from 
the corroding cares and perplexities of the world. It is an 
oasis in the midst of the desert. Into it the light and warmth 
of heaven descend, and from it holy incense rises toward the 
throne above. Like in the government of God, love and law 
mingle together. The right of each is accorded gracefully, and 
every wound is healed by the kisses of love. The morning 
light comes through the window like the smile of an angel 
caught on the golden wings of a sunbeam! The labors of the 
day are divided among the willing hands, and every burden is 
lifted, attended by the mutual and exultant songs of deliver- 
ance. The evening shadows, falling silently as the dews of 
night, wrap their dusky curtains around the glory of the family 
altar. Here parents and children meet to implore the help of 
our Father. Glorious as the Shekinah itself, overshadowing 
the mercy seat, the mystic wings of the cherubim fall softly 
over the nestling group, and all are safely hidden beneath the 
feathers of the Almighty! When this golden clasp is broken 
by earthly separations, how sadly, yet cheerfully, we look for- 
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ward to the reunion l)eyond. Even the grave itself is but tlie 
narrow ditch which Satan has dug between the members of 
families, and which will be bridged by the smile of eternity 
amid the shouts of welcome and restoration. 



tNGERSOLL annihilates Deity in every lecture. But it is 
strange that a recurrence of this annihilating process is 
^ absolutely necessary the next time the festive Robert 
speaks. Possibly he acts upon the principle of the boy who 
was beating a dead dog. When interrogated as to why he did it, 
he said: '*To teach him there is punishment after death!" 
Perhaps Robert wishes to teach the Lord this lesson, and it is 
just possible that the Lord may yet teach Robert something on 
that line. 

^Wrg^HAT IS THIS talisman known as luck? Young men 
^^JCTr dream over it, and hope; maidens wait for \t anx- 
^^^^^=^ ioQsly, and old men wonder whether they must die 
without the sight. Born without parents, subsisting on the 
pabulum of nonsense and strutting about with the airs of a 
giant, Inck never gets old or feeble, but is always and invariably 
the same. Beaten in a thousand battles, it never retreats; 
dressed in a thousand uniforms, it is ready for any array; and 
deceiving a thousand times, its modesty is never abashed, but 
is always ready for anything that may turn up. The young 
man places it under his pillow and expects it to turn the feathers 
to gold. He wakes up to find that such things are plucked 
only from the goose. He walks out under the stars and looks 
at the universe of God. He is sure that there must be a place 
for a man so fearfully and wonderfully made. He thinks of 
his father's money and family, then he is sure he will be appre- 
ciated. He smokes fashionable cigars, twirls his cane scientif- 
ically, finds the friendly box, where the sun shines, reads trashy 
novels, and between these performances he just — waits! His 
father and mother work hard, but they belong to the old dis- 
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pensation; he is a child of luck! He is the result of the fort- 
unate juxtaposition of lucky planets. God has given him a 
strong arm, but he is going to live by sleight of hand, and 
luck. Work is menial and degrading; besides it does not re- 
quire such a high order of genius and wit as throwing the 
cards or dice. Anybody can succeed at work, but it takes 
smartness to become a successful gambler. They all wear 
diamonds, and rings, and gold watches, and such things. 
Luck pays! His boat is launched. The breakers roar, and boil, 
and thunder, but he does not hear. His mother's whispered 
prayer sometimes steals, like an intruding angel, into his heart, 
only to be choked to death by the grip of the dice, or the 
blasphemy of chance. He sits like a statute, cold and pal©, 
looking into the void of eternity. He watches the ticking 
clock, whose hands mark the passing minutes which are to 
strike the knell of his destiny. Luck is against him, and pen- 
niless, he staggers to his dark home chagrined and maddened at 
the caprice of his god, and recklessly resolves to pursue his 
race to the bitter end. He flies to speculation, burglary and 
murder, and has the luck to be brought to the scaflfold. Here 
his life is professedly offered in expiation of a murderer's guilt, 
and yet it is really a libation poured out at the shrine of luck. 
The young man who expects to get his living by luck instead 
of squarely earning his daily bread is dishonest at heart, and 
the scaffold is simply to be found at the other end of the road 
here entered. Thousands are on the road now who, if lucky 
enough to escape the scaffold, will reverse the laws of moral 
gravitation, and become the target of God's special mercy. 



m 



^^> ARFIELD! Before this name the future historian will 
pause with reverence. Borne on the historic shield 
covering the nation's heart, or graven deeply in the mon- 
umental marble reared by the world's affection, this name, like 
a new star hung in the flashing constellation of earthly heroes, 
will lead the nations to honor and admire the sublime nobility 
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of head and heart exemplified in the life of our illustrious 
dead. Stretching from sea to sea, over mountain ranges and 
fertile valleys, throbbing with life below the slimy seaweed, 
rocked and restless with surging ocean tides, the telegraphic 
wires, thrilled and stunned, bear our national grief around the 
globe to every hearthstone where Christianity and civilization 
have left the footprints of their triumphant march. 

Kings and queens on their thrones and the most humble 
laborer feel alike a common bereavement. The highest pinna- 
cle of ambition kisses the lowest vale of poverty in a tearful 
embrace of w^orld-wide agony! The very heart strings of our 
humility seem broken by a single arrow from the quiver of the 
kingly archer! The pale horse and his ghastly rider have dash- 
ed the death spray fi-om the dark river over the continents of 
earth. 

Who was this man? Why this universal sorrow? Did 
riches pour its treasures at his feet? Did social distinction lift 
him from the humble walks of life? Was he born a prince 
that royalty weeps at his grave? No! He was born in ob- 
scurity, cradled in poverty, buffeted by privation, so that every 
step sounded the death knell of ease and indolence. Gifted 
with a robust constitution, a towering intellect and a kind 
heart, he early learned obedience to superiors, adopted temper- 
ate habits, became noted for integrity, and won the affections 
of all by his manly and brotherly instincts. With the broad- 
est charity for the failings of mankind, his own became so 
glaring in his eyes that he could not rest until they were cor- 
rected. These manly qualities and noble impulses were mar- 
shaled on the field of conflict by the bugle of action. Danger 
could not intimidate him, friends could not divert him from a 
sublime purpose, enemies could not withstand him, and de- 
spondency could not unman him. Few men have lived upon 
the face of the earth who have presented such a wonderful and 
harmonious combination of superior traits of character. 
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Added to these charms of prodigious intellectual and ex- 
ecutive power, the felicities of his domestic relations shone 
with extraordinary lustre above the marital laxity and turbu- 
lent elements of the political sea which dashed about him. 
High above all these natural and acquired adornments, like a 
pilot at the helm or king swinging the sceptre of unquestioned 
authority, the Christain religion stood out in bold relief as the 
guide of life and the solace of a dying bed. The puny and 
silly prodigies of skeptical mediocrity may well stand amazed 
and bewildered before the colossal and gigantic monument 
reared by Christianity and God! Statesmanship gives way, 
oratory stands abashed, culture retreats before the grander 
achievements of our holy religion on the bed of death. Here 
fame is paralyzed, affection is helpless, science abortive, but 
Christ reigns and faith triumphs! Like the. rising sun., reveal- 
ing the beauty and grandeur of nature before buried in dark- 
ness, religion illuminated and manifested all the traits of this 
noble man, and turns the hearts of the millions upward, even 
as the flowers which seem to desire to shake hands with the 
sunbeams! 

We know that the battle-fields of the war, the hustings 
of political rhetoric, the classic oration in the councils of the 
nation, the masterly hand impressing the legislation of the 
country, all fade into insignificance before the greater splendor 
of sanctified genius. This is the bond of sympathy thrilling 
the sad heart of the world. The plummet sounding the grief 
of mankind to-day is the faith which bound our glorious dead 
to the cross of Christ! That which prostrates the world in 
anguish and tears is the same mysterious force which lifts our 
martyr up toward God! Virtue is now the mother of grief. 
We mourn the loss of the embodied good which Christianity 
put into the life of one man. Like the weary traveler, view- 
ing the variegated landscape from some lofty eminence, so the 
world to-day looks upon the manifold virtues of this man from 
the high altitude of his piety. While science attempts in vain 
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to keep his fluttering heart in motion; while ambition halts 
and reels at the mouth of an open grave; while affection 
would warm the chilling life-current, only to be mocked by the 
steathy, silent tread of the Destroyer, faith in God towers 
above the wreck and bridges the narrow stream between time 
and eternity! An empire of men is exchanged for the empire 
of God. Kings and Presidents drop the glittering appendages 
of oflBce when they enter that realm. They are simply men, 
saved by the grace of God. How exalted is that manhood 
which can bow down from the highest stations of earth and 
with the reverent meekness of childlike faith and simplicity 
drink in the consolation of Christ's gospel! 

Beside this monument of our grief the young should 
stop in the mad and exciting whirl of life. They will here 
learn that industry, even without genius, is preferable to great 
talent without energy. They will also learn that permanent 
distinction is obtained only by slow and regular approaches, 
and that the strictest integrity is the scul of success. They 
will see that temperate habits and self restraint are always the 
necessary prerequisites of the highest manhood. Reverence 
and respect for parents is another trait which cannot be dis- 
regarded. Above all, however, they will learn that religion 
adorns the most gigantic intellects, and that without this the 
highest type of man is imperfect and untrue to the require- 
ments of his Creator. 



AMBITION. 

fLMOST ANYTHING may acquire obloquy from associ- 
tion. The brightest pearl when thrown into the mire 
— must be washed to bring back its original luster and 

brilliancy. The bad company into which the word ambition 
has been forced by the usages of society has so far smirched 
its character that few will patiently listen to anything said in 
its favor. 
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In a general sense, ambition means an inordinate desire for 
preferment and honor; but in a restricted and legitimate sense 
it may be defined a desire to excel, an ardent wish for superior 
attainments and the use of equitable and honorable means to 
secure this end. Webster says, ''It is thus used in a good 
sense; as emulation may spring from a laudable ambition." 

Motive is the criminal behind the throne of individual 
power. The man who seeks honor for its own sake mistakes 
the honorable qualities of life. Such a one will be careless of 
the means employed to effect his purpose; and secondly, power 
when attained will be selfishly used to bolster his unsanctified 
pretensions. A dual wrong is thus perpetrated. His consci- 
entiousness is blunted, stifled and hampered by unholy aspira- 
tions, and his tyrannical assumption of doubtful prerogatives 
deprives others of their legitimate rights. 

Therefore, if a man is ambitious to excel he should pray- 
erfully analyze his motives, lest his ambition find conquests in 
the downfail of others. The elevation of the eagle when it 
costs the life of a sparrow means a great deal to the modest den- 
izen of the hedgerow. There are two varieties of this species 
of ambition, both alike reprehensible, but not alike dangerous. 
One is the outspoken but honest bugle blast of self-seeking, 
which comes like the mountain torrent, visible to all, while the 
other, seeking the same end, is cunning, wily, hidden, like the 
subterranean volcanic fires, smothered and pent up and only 
known by indistinct mutterings. Wire-pulling is always the 
halter dangling from this cross-beam. The ambition which 
gibbets its victim or hides the dagger beneath the mantle of its 
charity is from the pit. It is the legitimate descendant and 
heir at law of him who, too wise for instruction, too great for 
subjection and too pompous for dictation, was hurled from the 
highest altitude of glory to the lowest depths of infamy and 
shame. 

But there is an ambition which is commendable, and which 
should be earnestly sought. It is that which incites to thought. 
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spurs to action, investigates the past, hopes for the future, and 
develops the latent powers within. This ambition will always 
regard the process of conquest as far above the throne of at- 
tainment. The man who finds his highest happiness in the ar- 
duous work of climbing, rather than complacent satisfaction 
in the dizzy heights gained, will always be an absolute gain to 
the struggling sea of humanity looking upward for the stimu- 
lus of a noble example. He is to mankind what the loving 
help of a fond mother is to her dependent child. He is the 
pioneer of every industry, the sentinel of every conquering le- 
gion, the harbinger of every advancement, the forlorn hope of 
every scientific achievement. He cares nothing for the honors 
of success, but everything for duty. The higher his altitude 
the grander his survey of surrounding objects; and this is the 
inspiring motive of his career. Like the sentinel of Columbus, 
stationed at the masthead and peering through the darkness, 
he feels no thrill of pride at his elevation above the yawning 
billows of the deep, so intent is he looking for landJ The ton- 
ic of discovery is above gold and silver. 

It is this which digs the grave of every effete system and 
builds the monument of every achievement. On every pillar 
in the temple of science the chastened and laudable ambition 
of the world's heroes has written their indelible eulogium with 
the pencil of quenchless fire! Who will say this ambition is 
not needed in the church? While there were palaces to cap- 
ture and Caesars to conquer, Paul could not rest. Moved by 
the undying ardor of a holy ambition, he flung the gauntlet of 
battle to the hosts of hell. Scorning the golden steps of world- 
ly preferment, he chose to rattle the chains of the dungeon ra- 
ther than vaunt the gaudy titles of the Jewish hierarchy. 
To him life was more than meat. It was a link binding two 
eternities. Whatever will elevate us in the mind of the eter- 
nal Father constitutes the basis of a true ambition; while. all 
other motives will become faggots of destruction in the great 
conflagration. 
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Let us cultivate the true and abhor the false. The lan- 
guishing indolence of clerical dotards calls for a speedy resur- 
rection. Will nothing move them? Shall the flocks be devour- 
ed by wolves because the shepherds are asleep? Shall the green 
pastures of progressive thought be turned into the blistering 
wastes of Sahara? Let the foul stagnation of past inactivity 
be swept by the healthful breezes of Galilee! 



^^Tjj^ITH THE President giving five kinds of wine to each 
^SralCTr guest at State dinners, and the Vice President author- 
^^^^^ izing the sale of drinks at the Shoreham for a license 
consideration; with two saloons running in the Capitol building, 
and political platforms favoring ' 'temperance and morality" at 
the same time, we are about in as much danger of getting pro- 
hibition in this country, as a saloon bummer is of dying sober, 
while sucking whisky through a rye straw from the bunghole 
of a barrel of Jersey lightning! 



LORD'S DAY EXCURSIONS. 

^^5/ IN IS LIKE leaven, penetrating, rising! The whole 
^^ lump is very nearly leavened when professors of Christ's 
^^ gospel can coolly and deliberately organize excursions, 
run them on the Lord's day, pocket the proceeds, and with a 
benignant smile of complacent satisfaction soothe their undis- 
turbed consciences with the consolation that it has all been for 
the glory of God! Breaking the law of God for money; 
hauling the people to places of amusement and recreation, that 
they may have fun and frolic under the thin disguise of wor- 
ship, is getting about as near the limits of perdition as men 
usually get, until like unfaithful Eli, they break their necks 
outright. 

19 
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What is the difference between this abominable sacrilege 
and the selling of indulgences which disgraced the Papacy of 
the sixteenth century? Then men could buy the privilege to 
sin for a consideration from the ecclesiastics reeking with cor- 
ruption and mercenary greed. The Pope sanctioned these dis- 
graceful indulgences on theground that they replenished his ex- 
chequer. Now the Lord is defied, his law violated, corjwra- 
tions encouraged to sin, poison the public mind and blast the 
hopes of free America through this engrafted scion of German 
rationalism; and all that sinners may sin, pay their moneys for 
the indulgence, and then Protestant ecclesiastics, with a mar- 
velous twist of accommodating piosity, recklessly agree to de- 
vote the money to the Lord^ Another such a twist and the 
keys of St. Peter "rill swing from their girdles! They can no 
longer chuckle over the inconsistencies of the pampered, well- 
fed tools of the Romish hierarchy. They themselves are guilty 
of selling indulgences, a sin that even Rome herself blushes to 
commit in open daylight. 

It pays! What of that? A theater, a horse race, a saloon 
might pay. The money would bo stained with crime, and he is 
an abettor of the criminal who assists in organizing the nefari- 
ous, wretched business, that he may swell the dimensions of his 
depleted purse. Every dollar thus secured has the ring of de- 
bauchery and will have the teeth of fire! It will eat as a cank- 
er, and the ashes of its disgrace will be borne on every breeze 
that crosses the pathway of life. 

These politic clergymen, with a squint toward Sinai, ex- 
claim, "Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy;" but with 
another squint toward the people they say, * 'Remember the 
Sabbath day and make money." Yet they claim to be servants 
of the Lord Almighty. Serving themselves and making mer- 
chandise of God's day and God's service, they profane the holy 
things of the temple until the Christ of God, whip in hand, 
conies in. These things cry unto God for vengeance. No 
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wonder that soulless corporations despoil our Sabbaths, run reg- 
ular trains and bring the United States mail to our doors on 
the Lord's day. The embassadors of Jesus Christ encourage 
them in it, ride on their cars and in effect tell them and the 
world that these stupendous sins are national virtues. The 
whole nation from its highest officer down is being silently but 
really honey-coml>ed with the avenues of sin, holes of iniquity, 
bandages of vice; and very soon it will be exceedingly danger- 
ous for the young child to play near this den of the cockatrice. 

Instead of being Pauls, Elijahs and Stephens, men of God, 
sent for a purpose, and ready to declare that purpose, we are 
no longer teachers, but sheep, willing to listen to the voice of 
strangers, and walk with our eyes open to the very den of the 
lion. We must distinguish between right and wrong and set- 
tle these questions on the basis of eternal right; take the velvet 
out of our mouths — and tobacco too — and then the blessing of 
Almighty God will attend us. We must stop parleying with 
the devil, looking wistfully over the fence and plucking the 
forbidden fruit to test its quality. 

No wonder spirituality dies, obedience to God takes wings, 
mercenary greed supplants sacrifice, .pride usurps humility, 
frolic takes the place of prayer, gormandizing destroys fasting, 
worldliness professes to be religion when professed ministers of 
Christ control the engine which bears this train of demoraliza- 
tion, like an angel of death, through the churches! Need the 
world stand aghast as it beholds the poor, helpless sheep, driven 
to destruction when the shepherds lead the way? Blind lead- 
ers of the blind, they do not seethe destruction awaiting them. 
Their sins cry unto heaven and retribution must assuredly come. 
If only the leaders in evil were punished it would not seem so 
lamentable; but thousands who receive these edicts of iniquity 
as the law of God from their leaders are plunging into the 
same hideous, starless night. Let these guilty souls begin to 
examine their moorings. 
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JEALOUSY. 

EALOUSY AND pride are twin brothers. They are so 
^^ nearly allied that the distinctions made between them, 
are more nominal than real. Pride actuated Satan in 
his rel>ellion against God, but was he not jealous too? In look- 
ing at the parentage of this vice we learn its disreputable char- 
acter. We would expect the child of Satan to partake of the 
nature of its sire. A disposition to underrate the worth, char- 
acter, and work of othei-s, is one of the lowest and meanest 
propensities of an unsanctificd lieart, and the man who indul- 
ges it dcvelopes a much worse condition of heart than is to be 
found in those whom he disparages. Jealousy is frequently the 
outgrowth of disappointment. Men set a wrong estimate on 
their own abilities, and because others fail to concur in their 
judgment, they become sullen and morose, and seek to inflict 
injur}^ upon those who have been more successful than 
they. 



These mutterings — like smouldering volcanic fires — betray 
the coming eruption. Springing from the fires of an unchas- 
tened ambition, they are always ready to burst forth on the 
slightest provocation, and carry death and destruction in their 
path. Jealousy sometimes acts as a pioneer. It goes before 
what is intended to follow after. It carefully prepares the 
way for the war chariot of iron. Approaching a doubtful man, 
it trims and hesitates, punctures and binds up, until fully as- 
sured that the right man is found, and then it begins to relate 
its suspicions about its intended victim. Seeing there is dan- 
ger of going too. far and injuring its own cause, it hesitates to 
stammer out some good qualities w^hich the man undergoing 
dissection is supposed to possess; thinking, we presume, that 
oaths, interlarded with a generous supply of amens, will not 
be obnoxious to God. This reminds us of sugar-coating pills 
to disguise the nauseating ingredients. It is varnishing men- 
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tal garbage to make it palatable. The eflFect, however, is not 
changed by a gilded exterior. After all it is not so much 
what men say which indexes their character as what they mean. 
If we mean to put a brother down, it matters very little as to 
how we accomplish our sinister purpose, the abominable sin is 
to be found in the will to commit the awful deed. If our steel 
has been wrapped in the finest silk, that fact has not blunted 
the keenness of the edge. Though our words may be coined 
in the mint of faultless rhetoric, they may let blood like the 
sharpest rapier. The beauty of the serpent is no safe-guard 
against its poision. Jealousy glories in ambuscades. Her 
trumpet is not heard in the din of battle, but her poisoned 
spear is unsheathed in the solitude of some quiet fireside. Her 
banner is hypocrisy, her shield confidence, and her weapon 
slander. We should look out for the creeping, crawling ver- 
min of the pit. First, we should look into our own hearts. 
Do we rejoice as much in the prosperty and position of others 
as we do in our own? Do we rejoice when others succeed, 
and are we sorry when they fail? Are we free from the des- 
picable bigotry and puffed up conceitedness which imagines 
nothing well done unless our own hand has put the finishing 
touch on? If we are guilty of the sins here recounted, there 
is room for improvement. Again, we should be -on the look- 
out for the peripatetic fault-finder. The man who has no bet- 
ter business than finding fault with everything and everybody 
is constantly casting reflection on the wisdom of God. For, 
had the Divine Being known the pre-eminent fitness of this in- 
dividual to run things in the right groove, he would certainly 
have given him the contract of wholesale management. But 
God, who is infinitely wise, did not see it in that light, and 
therefore the fault-finder, and not God, is mistaken. These 
jealous men will come to you with whispered suspicions of 
others, and especially those who occupy positions — as they sup- 
pose — above them. They will say some sweet things in order 
to introduce the bitter. Instead of listening quietly and pa- 
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tiently to these disaffected ones, would it not l>e far better to 
rebuke them sharply, and point them to the atoning blood, 
where this foul blot may be washed away? 



SOCIALISM. 



T IS HELD by the adherents of socialism that it is an in- 
termediate position between simple co-operation and com- 
munism. It is claimed that pure socialism does not ad- 
vocate the abolition of property like communism, but that it 
would prevent the entailment of property, abolish the rights 
of primogeniture, and enforce a social reform in society }>y 
which the burdens would be equalized. All would then have 
an equal start in the race of life, smce all fortunes accumula- 
ted by thrift, energy and economy would pass to the state at 
death. It is supposed that the apparent conflict between labor 
and capital would be entirely obviated by this process, and so- 
ciety, freed of its hardships and its vices, would rise to a 
healthier, purer atmosphere, where the greed of selfishness 
and the cruelty of oppression would be entirely unknown. 
These ideas are not novel as they may seem. Suffering has 
always been prolific in producing supposed remedies. The ef- 
forts of the Roman Gracchi to enfranchise their captives and 
restore the lands of the plebeians was one of the first strokes 
on behalf of this system. Still, we think that in its internal 
workings the system proposed by the noble Gracchus differs 
largely from the indefinite and subtile visions of modern the- 
orists. During the darkness of the middle ages nothing is 
heard of this social panacea. During the Reformation these 
ideas came to the surface again, and in the great conflict of 
religious factions the turbulent and innate friction of socialis- 
tic tendencies found their appropriate culmination in the dis- 
graceful scenes of the Munster revolution. With the French 
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revolution, socialism again came to the front. Through all that 
stormy period the discussion of social science was thrown as a 
fire-brand and disturbing element of the public peace into near- 
ly all the homes of France. And it is a most significant phase 
of the history of that period that the espousal of socialism and 
infidelity were almost synonymous terms. The socialist Babeuf 
scattered his doctrines all through France from 1764 to 1797, 
so that the whole social fabric was thoroughly impregnated 
with his idealistic schemes. His system originated with the 
professed equality attained in the French revolution, and found 
expression in the maxium, ''All men have nearly the same fac- 
ulties and the same needs; they ought, consequently, to have 
the same education and the same food." In 1829, a man by 
the name of Bayard gave a series of lectures on the subject, 
which attracted great attention. His lectures were based prin- 
cipally upon the doctrines taught by Saint Simon, a political 
economist, of brilliant but erratic parts, who by luxurious liv- 
ing, had become suddenly poor, and then, to revive his failing 
fortunes, divorced his own wife and proposed to the gifted 
Madame De Stael, only to be refused and again remanded back 
to his well merited poverty. Another leader by the name of 
Eufantin rose about this time, and he, in connection with Bay- 
ard, sought to revive and demonstrate the system of Saint Si- 
mon. One of the prominent tenets of the system as taught by 
these men was opposition to and deliverance from the fancied 
thraldom which Christianity had introduced and sanctioned. 
Here we learn that the very founders of the socialistic reform, 
as it is termed, deemed Christianity and their ideas as incom- 
patible. Bayard and Eufantin soon quarreled, and Bayard re- 
tired from public notice, while Eufantin led the way into such 
abominable extravagances and financial difficulties that the 
more conservative became disgusted and the system for the time 
being collapsed. A kind of socialism has been practically tested 
by the experiments of Fourier near Versailles, and it has also 
been tried in Brazil, The only lessons learned thus far have 
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revcajed socialism as a dangerous fermenting cause of disturb- 
ance and idleness. It is based upon false idejis of life. It 
would remove the only incentive men could have to acquire 
property, and then, through the hands of interested and grasp- 
ing officials, bequeath to the indolent and thriftless the un- 
earned bribe of their laziness, only to keep alive their abomina- 
tions from generation to generation. Doubtless there is a great 
deal more of selfishness in the world than there ought to be, 
but we cannot see how the transplanting of this principle from 
one phase of society to another can alter or change the defects 
of governments into virtues. The assumptions of princely for- 
tunes w^ould only be changed for the exactions of princelV 
knaves. It would be a (ihange of masters but not of conditio^.' 
The royal nod of the millionaire would give way to the howl of 
the mob and cries for blood. The socialistic tendencies of 
Germany and the nihilism of Russia are finding their legitimate 
expression in seeking to rid the world of rulers by the assas- 
sin's bullet. The fundamental structure of society can never 
be changed without violence and bloodshed. The visionary 
theories propagated by the peaceful mediums of newspapers, 
convention rhapsodies, and enthusiastic puff-balls will have no 
more ettect toward the practical demonstration of this theory 
than a child casting flowers from the suspension bridge of Ni- 
agara, will have toward arresting the boiling waters. We may 
as well open our eyes to the fact that such revolutions are never 
effected without blood. If socialism ever succeeds in this coun- 
try, it will be through a reign of terror as awful as that which 
left its sickening scars on the tablet of France. More than 
this. The past histo.ry of the system justifies the suspicion 
that the triumph of socialism means the persecution of Chris- 
tians and the attempted extirpation of religion. The allied ef- 
forts of German rationalism point unerringly to this conclusion. 
We should studiously avoid and sincerely distrust every inno- 
vation proposing reform which discards fealty to God and his 
word as one of its cardinal features. 
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THE STRENGTH OF OUR COUNTRY. 

^Wjl^E APPREHEND that the sinews of our national 
^JwlraT po^v^^* ^^^ ^^^ to be found in our long extended lines 
^^^ of sea coast; nor the wonderful area and fertility 
of productive soil, stretching from ocean to ocean and from 
the lake-chain of the north to the waters of the gulf in the 
south. Nor are they in the scientific and mechanical achieve- 
ments which have roused America, as a sleeping giant, to 
grapple the rude elements of nature, and create the most ex- 
quisite forms of beauty. Nor are they in our mighty cities, 
'mr commerce, our schools, our printing houses, the influx of 
oreign blood; but above all, and beyond all^ they are the 
immortal principles of true government, girdling the pillars of 
human freedom, and flashing into the sunshine of historic light 
from the blood of revolution. 

Religious liberty is one of the majestic pillars upon which 
depends the hope of the future. No popular government can 
long survive the extinction of this sacred boon. It recognizes 
the right of God to our adoration, and the right of men to lib- 
erty. It unites these two principles in the bonds of wedlock 
at the altar of civil government, and flings the benediction of 
protection over the solemn contract. The nation striking down 
this right is either a mob or a despotism. It is the cry of ven- 
geance or the shriek of despair. Fanaticism unlocks this thun- 
derbolt, or the trembling purple of debased royalty hides this 
dagger in the sheer cowardice of abject fear. The guillotine, 
the rack and the stake make no converts. These are the mis- 
sionaries of death, with tongues tipped with fire and blood. 
They find no responsive echo in the human heart; no sleeping 
angel, which only the touch of love c'an wake; no silent harp, 
from which none hut the hand of affection can evoke the thril- 
ling melody of a blessed brotherhood. 

Early in our history our fathers saw the granite base nec- 
essary in rearing the superstructure of government. With in- 
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finite toil they hewed the massive block from the mountain of 
God, and surrounded with almost Sinaitic fires, thunderings, 
clouds and tempest, they prayed that the divine finger might 
trace the law of heaven upon the humble altar reared amid the 
awful solitude of the wilderness! There it stands still! Moss- 
covered and venerable, it is yet intact. The forests have melt- 
ed away, the Indian war-whoop dies in the hazy mists of west- 
ern skies, populous towns dot the hillsides, cultivated fields, 
bending orchards, luxuriant gardens, teeming life, everywhere 
cluster about this movement of truth, and crown it with the 
twin garlands of industry and happiness. 

The most liberal theological opinions skim the surface of 
religious thought like half-drowned sea-gulls, panting for the 
life-giving, salted elixir of their sea-home; hardened skeptics, 
denying God and common sense, stalk through the land like 
perambulating pest-houses, receiving the reward of iniquity in 
munificent gifts of gold. The press unshackled and free from 
the surveillance of a state church, belches forth a torrent of 
blasphemy, obscenity or truth, as instinct or education may 
dictate; but the very law which permits the wrong also protects 
the right, and what seems a great injustice in unbridling and 
licensing the worst passions of the human heart is seen to 
be the shield which protects the voice of prayer. Silence In- 
gersoll and the shade of Jefferson would rise, and cheap mar- 
tyrs would multiply with protean fecundity. Let him alone! 
The dumb silence of a dazed auditory is the best answer the 
world can give her unfortunate idiots! The strength of the 
ship of state is only seen when we behold her grandly breasting 
these ice-floes, with banners proudly flying and moving on to 
the music of chiming bells and "Hold the Fort." 
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